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Sir Samuel Garth (1661-1719) was the son of William Garth, and was born at 

Bowland Forest, in Yorkshire, in i66r. He was educated at Ingleton, and then at 
Pete rho use, Cambridge, where 
he stayed from 1676 until he 
went in 1687 to study medi- | 
cine at Leyden. He settled 
in Ix»ndon as a doctor, and 
took a considerable part, as ' 
a Whig, in current politics. 
Garth published in 1699 a 
heroic poem called The Dis- 
pensary, describing with farci' 
cal solemnity a controversy 
between the doctors and the 
apothecaries on the subject of 
medical relief for out-paiicnis. 
This poem enjoyed a very 
great success. It was Garth 
who, in 1700, secured dignified 
burial for Drjden. He was 
one of the early members of 
the Kit-Cat Club, and wrote 
the verses which were en- 
graved on its toas ting-glasses. 
Of his other not very numerous 
productions, the topographical 
poem of Claremonl (1715) de- 
serves notice. Garth became 
a very rich man ; he died after 
a short illness, on ihe i8th of 
January 1719. He was buried at Harrow. Pope said that "his death was very 
heroical, and yet unaffected enough to have made a saint or a philosopher famous." 

Anne Finch, Countess of Winchelsea (1660-1720), was the daughter of a 
Hampshire baronet. She became maid of honour to the Duchess of York, Mar)- of 
Modena, and at Court she met Heneage Finch, who was the Duke's gentleman of 
the bedchamber. They married in 1685, and when the flight of James II, took 
place, (hey withdrew to Eastwell Park. They lived here together in retirement for 
the rest of their lives. In 1712, through the death of a nephew. Finch became 
fourth Earl of Winchelsea. In 1713 the Countess published her Miscellany Poems, 
the occasional writings of thirty years. At Eastwell, Lady \\'inchelsea studied ihe 
phenomena of nature more closely than any of her contemporaries ; in the contem- 
plation of the physical world she sought and found relief from a constitutional 
melancholia, which greatly depressed her spirits. In her park there was a hill, callfd 
Parnassus, to which she was particularly partial, and here she wrote many of her 
poems. She and her husband — they called themselves "Daphnis" and "Ardelia" 
— lived in great contentment together in their country home until 1720, when the 
Countess died. The Earl survived until 1726. Lady Winchelsea's poems were first 
collected in 1902. 
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From Lady Wenchelsea's "Nocturnal Reverie." 
In such a night, when passing clouds give place, 
Or thinly view the heaven's mysterious face ; 
When, in some river, overhung' with green, 
The waving moon and trembling leaves are seen ; 
When freshened grass now bears itself upright, 
And makes cool banks to pleasing rest invite, 
Whence spring the woodbind and the bramble-rose. 
And where the sleepy cowslip sheltered grows, 
Whilst now & paler hue the fox-glove takes. 
Yet chequers still with red the dusky brakes ; 
Where scattered glow-worms — but in twilight fine — 
Show trivial beauties, watch their hour to shine ; 
While Salisbury stands the lest of every light. 
In perfect charm and perfect beauty bright ; . ■ . 
When the loosed horse now, as his pasture leads. 
Comes slowly grazing thro' the adjoining meads, 
Whose stealing pace and lengthened shade we fear, 
Till lorn-up forage in his teeth we hear ; 
While nibbhng sheep at large pursue their food, 
And unmolested kine rechew the cud ; 
When curlews cry beneath the village-walls. 
And to her straggling brood the partridge calls ; 
Their short-lived jubilee the creatures keep, 
Which but endures whilst tyrant Man doth sleep. 

In this dead period Philips and Watts setmed poets, and were undoubtedly men of 
individual talent, John Philips (1676- 
1709), was bom at Bampton on the 30th of 
December i6;6. He made a special study 
of the versification of Miiton, and published, 
imperfectly in 1 701 , completely in 1 703, 
7'Ae Splendid Shilling, an admirable study 
in parody of the blank verse of his master. 
His other works were serious — Blenheim in 
1705 and Cider in 1708, the latter being the 
earliest and one of the best of the closely- 
observed, semi -didactic, semi-descriptive poems 
for which the eighteenth century was later on 
to be conspicuous. Philips, whose constitu- 
tion was consumptive and asthmatical, died 
prematurely on the 15th of February 1709. 
He lacked no honour, being buried in Here- 
ford Cathedra!, with a monument, the in- 
scription on which was composed by Atter- 
bury, in \\ estminster Abbey. 
John Philips 

A-n.iUr Watts (1674-174S), "a man who never 

urote but for a good purpose," is far better 

known to the public. He was bom at Southampton on the 17th of July 1674, 
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s precocious from his infancy. His father was a Dissenter, and Isaac, though 
tempted to go to Oxford, chose to take 
his lot wiih his own people. His famous 
hymns originally appeared as Hora LyrUa 
in 1 705 ; his no less famous Psalms of 
David in 1719. In prose he published a 
treatise on Logi'^ and another on The Im- 
provement of the Mind. In opening the 
doors of easy and graceful literature to the 
lower middle-class public the services of 
Watts were inestimable, and his name, al- 
though certain associations with it may 
provoke a smile, should always be men- 
tioned with honour in connection with 
the popularisation of English letters. The 
laborious and useful life of Isaac Watts 
closed on the 25th of November 1748. 
Twenty years earlier he had been made a 
D.D, by the universities of Edinburgh and 
Aberdeen. 



IiMC Watts 

From an eririnal Porlrail _ . _ ■ , , , > 

John Dennis (1657-1734) was the son jokn Dennis 
of a wealthy London saddler, who sent him to school at Harrow, and in 1675 to Caius ("657-1734) 
College, Cambridge. He took his bachelor's 
degree, but was dismissed from the university 
before he had proceeded to his master's degree, 
for stabbing a fellow-graduaie, in March 1680. 
He spent several years in France and Italy. 
In 1691 his first poem was published, an Ode 
to the King. His Miscellanies, in 1693, opened 
to Dennis the worid of letters, and he became 
intimate with Wycherley, Drj'den, and the 
youthful Congreve. The violence of his temper 
and his want of practical judgment were always 
bringing him into difficulties. In 1696 he first 
came forward in his proper capacity, as a critic 
of poetry, and for some time after the death of 
Uryden, Dennis was inconiestably the best judge 
of literature living in England. In 1702 he lost 
his private fortune, but, on Lord Halifax's advice, 
managed to save enough to buy himself a small 
annuity. His position in society, however, was 
gone, and his work soon began to show an 

acerbity and peevishness which were doubtless I 

the results of jnisfortune. He made mistake John Dennis 

upon mistake, and his crowning error of judg- From Van derGuchd Engraving 

ment was his attempt to browbeat Pojie, in the 

flush of his youthful success. For this he was punished with the deathless satire on 
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" tremendous Appius," a reference lo a iragedy of Appius and Virginia ihat Dennis had 
brought out in 1709. He entered into a disastrous controversy with Pope, in which 
he was led to call that poet "a hunch-backed toad " who was ready "to fasten his teeth 
and claws " into any one who attacked him. Dennis went on to attack Addison also, 
and in fact degenerated into a common scold. He outlived his annuity as well as 
his reputation, and died io poverty, on the 6th of January 1734, soon after a benefit 
performance; for this Pope had written a prologue, in which he had called Dennis, 
benevolently, " Belisarius old and blind," and the hatchet had at last been buried. 



It is not to be supposed that critics of the prestige of Dennis or Rymer 
would address the public from a less dignified stage than that of a book, or, 
at worst, a sixpenny pamphlet. But at the close of the reign of William III. 
we meet with the earliest apparition of literary criticism in periodical 
publications. In other words, the newspaper was now beginninj^ to take 
literary form, and the introduction of such a factor must not be left unmen- 
tioned here. The first reviews printed in an English newspaper were those 
appended by Duulon to The Athenian Gazette in 1691 ; but these were not 
original, they were simply translated out of Xht. Journal des Savans. Notices 
of books, in the, modern sense, began to be introduced very timidly into 
some of the news-sheets about the 
year 1701. Nor was this the only 
direction in which literary jour- 
nalism was started ; men of real 
importance began to take part in 
newspaper- writing, and (he English 
press may name among the earliest 
of its distinguished servants such 
personages as Atterbury, Kennet, 
Hoadley, and Defoe. 



John Dunton (1659-1733) was 
born at Graffham, in Hunts, 4th May 
1659. He was the son of a clergyman 
of the same name. His mother died 
tiefore he was a year old, and his 
father threw up his living and went to 
Ireland. At the age of fourteen the 
son was apprenticed to a London book- 
seller. About 1680 Dunton set up in 
business as a printer and bookseller on 
his own account, and for ihe first five 
years was very successful. At the out- 
burst of Monmouth's rebellion he went 
I the Continent, not returning to Ix)ndon 
ourse of his hfe he published six hundred 
Of his various speculative projects, one, 



for a year to America, and then wandered o 
until the end of 1688. He says that in the 
books, and repented of only seven of them. 
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The Athenian Gazette or Mercury, was remarkable. In 1705 he published an 
odd but curious and even valuable autobiography, called Zi/e and Errors of John 
Dunton. He fell into poverly, and died, perhaps at St. Albans, about 1733. Dunton 
has been looked upon as ihe founder of the " higher journalism " in England. Some 
of his books have sensational titles, such as A Cat may look at a Quten, and The 
Pulpit Lunatics. 

Francis Atterbury (1662-1731) was bom at Milton Keynes, in Bucks, on the Frands 
0th of March 1662. He was educated at Westminster, and al Christ Church College, ,'^^!^"7,, 
Oxford. His first publication 
was a Latin version of Dry- 
den's Absalom and A(hitophel 
(1682). At terbury stayed long 
at the university, until indeed 
he complained of his " hard 
luck to be pinned down to 
it." He was over thirty when 
he took orders, and became 
one of the chaplains to 
William and Mary. All this 
time Atlerbury was actively 
engaged in controversy. In 
1 700 he was made Archdeacon 
of Totnes, and in 1704 Dean 
of Carlisle ; in grabbing at 
the latter post he displayed 
an unseemly haste, which en- 
dangered his reputation. His 
promotion, however,continued 
without abatement, and in 
1712 he became Dean of 
Christ Church, again with 
circumstances of "imperious 
and despotic temper," which 
caused him to be greatly 
disliked. He made Oxford, 
indeed, too hot to hold him, 
and "'twas thought advisable Fruids Atterbury 

to move him" to be Bishop Afunhe Portrait by Sir Godfrey Kmlltr 

of Rochester in 1713. He 

aimed at the Primacy, but Queen Anne's death struck a fatal blow at his hopes. 
George I. had a personal dislike to Atterbury, and made no scruple of showing it. 
Atterbury grew more and more disaffected to the Government, and in 1722 was 
thrown into tlie Tower, charged with high treason. His trial before the House of 
Lords, in May 1723, was a very famous affair, and caused universal emotion in 
the counlr)'. Atterbury was found guilty by his peers, and was sentenced by the 
King to perpetual banishment. He passed to Brussels, and then to Paris, where 
he gave himself, save for his work in the service of the Pretender, entirely to 
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literature, and died on the 15th of February 1731. Atterbury was a man of 
commanding character and great activity of mind, but by nature devoted to intrigue, 
and the victim of violent political passion. 

While, therefore, we cannot claim for the opening years of the century 
the production of any masterpieces, and while its appearance, from an 
intellectual point of view, is to us quiescent, yet without doubt the seeds of 
genius were swelling in the darkness. In all departments of thought and art, 
Englishmen were throwing off the last rags of the worn-out garments of the 
Renaissance, and were accustoming themselves to wear with comfort their 
new suit of classical formulas. In poetry, philosophy, history, religion, the 
age was learning the great lesson that the imagination was no longer to be a 
law unto itself, but was to follow closely a code dictated by reason and the 
tradition of the ancients. Enthusiasm was condemned as an irregularity, the 
daring use of imagery as an error against manners. The divines were careful 
to restrain their raptures, and to talk and write like lawyers. Philosophical 
writers gladly modelled themselves on Hobbes and Locke, the nakedness of 
whose unenthusiastic style was eminently sympathetic to them, although they 
conceived a greater elegance of delivery necessary. Their speculations be- 
came mainly ethical, and the elements of mystery and romance almost 
entirely died out. Neither the pursuit of pleasure nor the assuaging of 
conscience, no active force of any kind, became supreme with the larger 
class of readers ; but the new bourgeois rank of educated persons, which 
the age of Queen Anne created, occupied itself in a passive analysis of human 
nature. It loved to sit still and watch the world go by ; an appetite for 
realistic description, bounded by a decent code, and slipping neither up into 
enthusiasm nor down into scepticism, became the ruling passion of the age. 
During the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries common-sense had been by 
no means characteristic of the English race, which had struggled, flaunted, 
or aspired. It now went back to something like its earlier serenity, and in an 
age of comparatively feeble emotion and slight intensity took things as they 
were. In Shaftesbury, a writer of provisional but extraordinary influence, we 
see this common-sense taking the form of a mild and exuberant optimism ; 
and perhaps what makes the dark figure of Swift stand out so vividly against 
the rose-grey background of the age is the incongruity of his violence and 
misanthropy in a world so easy-going. 

In chronological sequence, it should, perhaps, be the theology of the 
early part of the reign of Anne which should first attract us, but it need not 
detain us long. The golden age of Anglican theology had long passed away, 
and in the progress of latitudinarianism, culminating, through Locke, in the 
pronounced deists, literature as an art has little interest. A tolerant rational- 
ism w^as not likely to encourage brilliant writing, the orthodox churchmen 
wrote like wrangling lawyers, and the non-jurors and dissenters, who pro- 
duced some vigorous scholars later on, were now as dreary as their opponents. 
Of the early deists, Shaftesbury alone was a man of style, and him we shall 
presently meet with in another capacity. Among the theologians, the most 



CLARKE 185 

eminent writer was Samuel Clarke, "the greatest English representative of 
the a priori method of constructing a system of theology." His once famous 
collection of Boyle Lectures iong seemed a classic to admiring readers, and 
still affects our conventional notions of theology. Chrke, however, has few 
readers to-day, and his manner of statement, which resembles that of a 
mathematician propounding a theorem, is as tedious to us now as it was 
fascinating to the group of young controversialists who clustered round 
Clarke during his brief career at Cambridge. In the hands of Clarke and his 
school, theological writing followed the lines laid down for it by Tillotson, 
but with a greatly accentuated aridity and neatness. In the search for 
symmetry these authors neglected almost every other excellence and orna- 
ment of literary expression. 

Samuel Clarke (1675-1729) was the son of an alderman and M.P. of Norwich, samutl 
where he was born on the nth of October 1675. He showed much precocity, and 'r'f'^' 
after being well grounded at 
the Norwich grammar-school, 
proceeded in 1691 to Caius 
College, Cambridge. Hu was 
one of the earliest to perceive 
the value of the "sublime dis- 
coveries " of Sir Isaac Newton, 
and he greatly contribulcd, at 
a very early age, to the estab- 
lishment of the Newtonian 
philosophy. His original bent 
was tor mathematics, but about 
1696 he turned his attention 
to Hebrew, and determined to 
become a divine. Ho took 
holy orders, and in 1698 be- 
came chaplain to John Moore, 
Bishop of Norwich, in whose 
palace he mainly resided for 
nearly twelve years. Here he 
enjoyed every advantage for 
literary work, and the list of 
bus numerous publications 
opens with the Thru Prndical 
Essays of 1699. His ISoyle 
Lectures On the Jieinr; and 
Attributes of Goii, and The 
Evidences of Rtligion, were s,„„,, curke 

published m .70s and 1706, AfUr ,ke Portrainy John Vand.rba»k 

and produced a great impres- 
sion on contemporary thought. On the recommendation of the Bishop of Norwich, 
Queen Anne made Clarke one of her chaplains-in-ordinary, and gave him in 1709 
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the important living of St. James's, Westminster. The even tenor of Clarke's life 
was broken in 171 2 by the controversy caused by his volume on the Scripture Doctrine 
of the Trinity. This work was accused of heresy, and in 1714 a formal charge against 
the author was brought before Convocation. From this time forth Clarke lay under a 
suspicion of heterodoxy, which he took little pains to remove, and his friends were 
unable to procure him any further promotion in the Church. He seems to have 
been a freethinker upon many points, although a sincere believer in the basal 
principles of Christianity. He continued to write much, and not to confine himself 
to theology. He published the Optics of his master Newton (1706), and the first 
twelve books of the Iliad {\*i2^) in Latin versions on which he had expended great 
care. He collected his Sermons in 1724. He was invited to succeed Newton as 
Master of the Mint, and declined the offer. On the 17th of May 1729 Clarke died, 
with some suddenness, after preaching before the judges at Serjeant's Inn. He 
seems to have been an honest, modest, and amiable man, of quiet yet courily 
manners, but subject to a certain timidity and reser\'e in the pushing of his 
thought to its logical conclusion. He was less a divine than a mathematician, 
treating theology according to Newtonian formulas. 

If philosophy at the opening of the eighteenth century could give a better 
account of itself than theology could, it was mainly because the leading philo- 
sopher was a born writer. The third Earl of Shaftesbury has been strangely 
neglected by the historians of our literature, partly because his scheme of 
thought has long been rejected, and partly because his style, in which some 
of the prolixity of the seventeenth century still lingered, was presently 
obliterated by the technical smartness of Addison and Swift. With the 
meaning of Shaftesbury's doctrine of virtue, and with the value of his 
optimism and plea for harmony, we have nothing here to do, but his 
influence on writing in his own age and down the entire eighteenth century 
is highly important to us. Commonly as the fact is overlooked, Shaftesbury 
w^as one of the literary forces of the time — he was, perhaps, the greatest 
between Dryden and Swift. He died in 1713, two years after his mis- 
cellaneous treatises, wTitten at intervals during the fifteen years preceding, 
had been published in those handsome volumes of the Characteristics, 
Shaftesbury's long residences in Holland gave him the opportunity of 
becoming thoroughly acquainted with the movement of Continental thought 
to an extent doubtless beyond any previous writer of English prose. The 
effect is seen on his style and temper, which are less insular than those of 
any of the men with whom it is natural to compare him. It is to be noted 
also that Shaftesbury was the earliest English author whose works in the 
vernacular were promptly admired abroad, and he deserves remembrance 
as the first who really broke down the barrier which excluded England 
from taking her proper place in the civilisation of literary Europe. 

The writers who were to shine in prose immediately after the death of 
Shaftesbury wxre distinguished for the limpid fluency and grace of their 
manner. In this Shaftesbury did not resemble them, but rather set an 
example for the kind of prose which w-as to mark the central years of the 
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century. There is nothing about him which reminds us of the nobleman 
that writes with ease : he is elaborate and self-conscious to the highest 
degree, embroidered with ornament of dainty phraseology, anxious to secure 
harmony and yet to surprise the fancy. The style of Shaftesbury glitters 
and rings, proceeding along in a capricious, almost mincing effort to secure 
elegance, with a sort of colourless euphuism, which is desultory and a little 
irritating indeed, yet so curious that one marvels that it should have fallen 
completely into neglect. He is the father of aestheticism, the first English- 
man who developed theories of formal virtue, who attempted to harmonise 
the beautiful with the true and the good. His delicate, Palladian style, in 
which a certain external stiffness and frigidity seem to be holding down a 
spirit eager to express the passion of beauty, is a very interesting feature 
of the period to which we have now arrived. The modern attitude of mind 
seems to meet us first in the graceful, cosmopolitan writings of Shaftesbury, 
and his genius, like a faint perfume, pervades the contemplation of the arts 
down to our own day. Without a Shaftesbury there would hardly have 
been a Ruskin or a Pater. 

Anthony Ashley Cooper, third Earl of Shaftesbury (1671-1713), was the Anthony 

son of the second Earl and his wife, Lady Dorothy Manners. It is more interesting eloper 
that he wns the grandson of the famous Lord Chancellor, whose brilliant and tragical (1671-1713) 
career came to an end in exile in 1683. The second Earl was a young man of very poor 
physique and intelligence, " born," as Dryden said, " a shapeless lump, like anarchy." 
The first Earl, "in concern for his family," commissioned the philosopher, John 
Locke, to look out for a wife of "good person and constitution" for his only son. 
This he did, and, being already physician to the Ashley Coopers, not merely helped 
to bring seven sons and daughters into the world, but arranged everything for their 
education. The philosopher, in his autobiographical sketch, styles Locke "my friend 
and foster-father." At the age of three the future philosopher was formally trans- 
ferred to the guardianship of his grandfather, who placed him with a learned lady, 
Mrs. Birch, to be grounded in Greek and Latin. He showed a great proficiency in 
study. When his grandfather died, he was sent, in 1683 (as Lord Ashley), to Win- 
chester ; but he was made miserable there by the roughness of boys and masters alike, 
and in 1686 he was allowed to go abroad, in the charge of a Scotch tutor. He 
"spent a considerable time in Italy, where he acquired a great knowledge in the 
Polite Arts." Lord Ashley avoided "the conversation of other }Oung English 
gentlemen on their travels," and devoted himself with close assiduity to the study of 
painting, sculpture, and music. He spoke French, and probably Italian also, so 
fluently and correctly, that his being a foreigner could not be observed. Lord Ashley 
stayed abroad until he had become a finished connoisseur, and then, in 1689, returned 
to England, not, however, to engage in public life, but for five years more to devote 
himself to the study of literature. He "turned the Ancients into sap and blood." 

In 1695 he seems to have considered that his intellectual apprenticeship was over, 
and he turned to practical life. He entered Parliament as member for Poole. When 
he made his first speech in the House " he could not utter a syllable of what he 
intended," but contrived to give so adroit a turn to his confusion, that his embarrass- 
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ment seemed intentional and a happy stroke of acting. After this, as long as his 
health permitted him to remain in Parliament, Lord Ashley was a power there, 
although he was hated by his opponents, the "apostate " Whigs, who "gave out that 
he was too bookish, because not given to play, nor assiduous at Court ; that he was no 
good companion, because rot a rake nor a hard drinker ; and that he was no man of 
the world, because not selfish nor open to bribes," He became subject to asthma, 
and could not endure the fog a-d smoke of London, which was blown as far as his 
" little house " at Chelsea. He retired, 
with his father, to Roiterdam, where he 
met Bayle and other I'Venchmen of 
hght and leading. AVhile he was in 
Holland, in 1699, his first work, the 
Inquiry after Virtue, was surreptitiously 
printed in England. After an absence 
of a year in Holland, Lord thaftesburj- 
died, and the philosopher succeeded as 
third Earl. He returned, and took a 
considerable part in politics, until ihe 
accession of Queen Anne, when the 
Whigs fell into disgrace. It was high 
time, for Shaftesbury's delicate health 
was again " mightily impaired by fatigues 
in the public affairs." He settled once 
more in Roiterdam, and stayed there, 
living very quietly, and devoting him- 
self entirely to literature, until August 
1704. He was now so much stronger 
that he ventured back to England, but 
after this time he very rarely attended 
the House of Lords. The improve- 
ment in his health was very provi- 
sional, and he soon became a confirmed 
invalid. 

From this time forth his leisure was 

Anthony Ashley Cooper, second Earl of a,n,o,t ^^tirely occupied in collecting 

Shaftesbury material for and in writing his great 

From lit Porira.iby cios/crma,, i» ihc book. He was urged to marry, as his 

only brother, Maurice, did not seem to 

have any intention of taking a wife. Shaftesbury was not unwilling to be persuaded, 

and, as Locke had selected a partner for his father, so Mo!i.'Sworlh was deputed to 

find one for him. Meanwhile, his thoughts being directed to the tender passion, 

Sliaftesbury fell in love, on his own account, with the unnamed "daughter of an 

old lord." It would have been a i)erfect match, except that the lady's fortune was 

too latgc, and Shaftesbury could not brook the chari^e of marrying for money. 

This was early in 1709, and six months afterwards a young lady was discovered, 

poor enough to satisfy the philosopher's fastidious conscience, a Miss Jane Ewer 

of Herefordshire. 'We hear nothing of her beauty, but she was well educated, and 

she possessed "the plain qualities of a good mother and a good nurse." They 
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were married late in 1709, and on the 9th of February 171 1 their heir and only 
child, afterwards the fourth Earl, was born at Reigate. Fragments of Shaftesbury's 
great work had, by this time, been published, the Letter concerning Enthusiasm in 
1708, The Moralists in 1709, Advice to an Author in 17 10, all anonymously. In 
171 1, at length, he produced the complete work on which he had for so many 
years been engaged, Characteristics of Men^ Manners^ Opinions^ Times, in three 
handsome and costly volumes, with engravings after his own designs; the letters 
A. A. C, at the close of the preface, gave an indication of authorship. 

The health of Shaftesbury could now no longer endure the climate of England, and 
in July 17 1 1, in spite of the disturbed state of Europe, he determined to move to Italy. 
The Duke of Berwick very politely conducted him through his army on the borders 
of Piedmont, and Shaftesbury reached Naples in November. He seems to have felt 
extremely ill on his arrival, but he was still able to write and to enjoy the conversation 
of the virtuosi of Naples. His treatises on The Judgment of Hercules and on Design 
were composed at this time. A young Pole, called Crell, who acted as his secretary, 
has recorded that his increasing weakness and his despondency about public affairs in 
England did not interfere with Shaftesbury's "perfect cheerfulness and sweetness of 
temper." The fourth Earl, who wrote long afterwards a charming sketch of his father, 
attributes the surprising prolongation of Shaftesbury's life to "the excellence of the 
air of Italy and the uncommon care of my mother." He died at last, at Naples, on 
the 4th of February 17 13. Shaftesbury, if universal report may be accepted, was one 
of the most gracious and lovable men who ever lived. His gentleness, his hospitality, 
his courage in the face of prolonged and hopeless ill-health, his gaiety and good 
humour, his ai.solute rectitude of conduct, public and private, were notorious, and 
even his political opponents suggest nothing against his character. " No philosopher," 
says the President of Corpus, "has ever attempted to show forth his philosophy 
in his life more completely than Shaftesbury." 

Two paragraphs may give a slight indication of the style in which the 
Characteristics is wu'itten : — 

Nor is the enjoyment of a single beauty sufficient to satisfy such an aspiring soul. 
It seeks how to combine more beauties, and by what coalition of these to form a beautiful 
society. It views communities, friendships, relations, duties ; and considers by what har- 
mony of particular minds the general harmony is composed, and commonweal established. 
Nor satisfied even with public good in one community of men, it frames itself a nobler 
object, and with enlarged affection seeks the good of mankind. It dwells with pleasure 
amidst that reason and those orders on which this fair correspondence and goodly interest 
is established. Laws, constitutions, civil and religious rites ; whatever civilises or polishes 
rude mankind ; the sciences and arts, philosophy, morals, virtue ; the flourishing state of 
human affairs, and the perfection of human nature — these are the delightful prospects, 
and this the charm of beauty which attracts it. 

Still ardent in this pursuit — such as its love of order and perfection — it rests not here, 
nor satisfies itself with the beauty of a part, but extending further its communicative 
bounty, seeks the good of all, and affects the interest and prosperity of the whole. True 
to its native world and higher country, 'tis here it seeks order and perfection, wishing the 
best, hoping still to find a just and wise administration. And since all hope of this were 
vain and idle, if no Universal Mind presided; since, without such a supreme intelligence 
and providential care, the distracted universe must be condemned to suffer infinite 
calamities, 'tis here the generous mind labours to discover that healing cause by which 
the interest of the whole is securely established, the beauty of things, and the universal 
order happily sustained. 
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It is quite certain that the brilliant school of poets who began 
to make their appearance just as Shaftesbury was dying, owed to him 
the optimism of their religious and philosophical system. But it was mainly 
to the French that they were indebted for the impetus which started 
them ; and if France had already made a deep mark on our literature 
between 1660 and 1674, it made another, not less indelible, in 1710. What 
the influence of Rapin, thirty-five years before, had done to regulate taste 
in England, and to enforce the rules laid down by the ancients, had not 
proved stimulating to poetic genius, and, with the death of Dryden, we 
have seen that poetry practically ceased to exist in England. When it 
returned it was mainly in consequence of the study of another Frenchman, 
but this time of a poet, Boileau, whose influence on the mind of Pope, 
carefully concealed by the latter, was really far greater than any critic 
has ventured to confess. There were certain qualities in Boileau wiiich can 
but have appealed directly to the young Pope, who in 1710 was tw^enty-two 
years of age. Boileau had not been so closely wedded to pedantic rules as 
his friends the Jesuit critics were. He had insisted on inspiration, on the 
value of ceaseless variety, on obedience to the laws of language. The 
preface to the 1701 edition of his works is one of the landmarks of European 
criticism, and we can scarcely doubt that it awakened a high spirit of 
emulation in the youthful Pope. In it Boileau had urged that none should 
ever be presented to the public in verse but true thoughts and just 
expressions. He had declaimed against frigidity of conceit and tawdry 
extravagance, and had proclaimed the virtues of simplicity without care- 
lessness, sublimity without presumption, a pleasing air without fard. He 
had boldly convicted his predecessors of bad taste, and had called his 
lax contemporaries to account. He had blamed the sterile abundance 
of an earlier period, and the uniformity of dull writers. Such principles 
were more than all others likely to commend themselves to Pope, and his, 
practice shows us that they did. 

We cannot think of the poetry of the age of Anne and not of 
Alexander Pope. As little ought we to analyse Pope and fail to admit 
what he owes to Boileau. The " Law-giver of Parnassus " gave laws, it is 
certain, to the hermit of Windsor Forest. The work of no other great. 
English writer has coincided with that of a foreigner so closely as Pope's 
does with that of Boileau. The French satirist had recommended polish, 
and no one practised it more thoroughly than Pope did. Boileau dis- 
couraged love-poetry, and Pope did not seriously attempt it. Boileau 
paraphrased Horace, and in so doing formulated his own poetical code 
in LArt Poetique ; Pope did the same in the Essay on Criticism. Boileau 
specially urged the imitation of Homer on young poets, and Pope presently 
devoted himself to the Iliad, In Le Lutrin Boileau had written the best 
mock-heroic, till Pope, in closely analogous form, surpassed him in the 
Rape of the Lock. The Satires of Pope would not have been written but 
for those of his French predecessor ; and even Pope's Elegy and Eloisa 
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can be accounted for in Ihe precepts of Boileau. The parallel goes very 
far indeed : it is the French poet first, and not the English one, who insists 
that the shepherds of pastoral must not speak as they do in a country 
village. Pope's very epitaphs recall Boileau's labours with the inscriptions 
of the Petite Academic. That purity and decency of phrase which the school 
of Pope so beneficially introduced into the coarse field of English literature 
had been strenuously urged on Frenchmen by Boileau. It cannot be too 
strongly emphasised that it 
is not so much to Dryden, 
whose influence on Pope has 
certainly been exaggerated, 
as to the author of Le Lutrtn, 
that the poetry of the age of 
Anne owed its general im- 1 
pulse, and its greatest poet 
the general tendency of al- 
most every branch of his 
production. It is true that 
Pope told Spence that " I 
learned versification wholly 
from Dryden's works," his 
prosody being a continuation 
and development of that of 
Dryden ; but in the use to I 
which he put his verse, it was 
certainly the great French- 
man (who died two months 
before Pope's earliest im- 
portant poem was published) 
that was his master. Walsh 
had told him, in 1706, that 
"the best of the modern 
poets in all languages are 
those that have the nearest 
copied the ancients"; but we 
may not doubt that it was 

through Boileau that Pope arrived at a comprehension of Horace, and so 
of Aristotle, 

For more than thirty years Pope was so completely the centre of poetical 
attention in England that he may almost be said to have comprised the 
poetry of his time. There is no second instance of an English poet pre- 
serving for so long a period a supremacy comparable to his. It is possible 
to defend the position that one or two other versemen of the age did some 
particular thing better than Pope, though even this requires argument ; but 
it is quite certain that he alone excelled over a wide range of subjects. The 
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fact of Pope's poetical ubiquity, however, is rendered much less miraculous 
by the consideration that if he triumphed over the entire field, the area of 
that field was extremely restricled. There was never a period, from the 
Middle Ages till to-day, when the practice of verse was limited to so lew 
forms as it was under the reign of Pope. Lyrical writing, save in the mildest 
and most artificial species, was not cultivated ; there was no poetical drama, 
tragic or comic ; there was no description of nature, save the merest conven- 
tion ; there was scarcely 
any love-poetry ; no de- 
votional verse of any im- 
portance; no epic or elegy 
or ode that deserved the 
name. Poetry existed, 
practically, in but three 
forms — the critical or 
satirical, the narrative or 
didactic, and the occa- 
sional — these three, in- 
deed, being so closely 
correlated that it is not 
always very easy to dis- 
tinguish them. 

It was Pope's aim to 
redeem verse from im- 
holy uses, to present to 
the reader none but true 
thoughts and noble ex- 
pressions, and to dedicate 
the gravest form to the 
highest purpose. His 
actual practice was not 
at first so exalted. The 
boyish Pastorals scarcely 

farmerly at Siraubcrry Hill Call for nOllCe ; but m 

the Essay on Criticism he 
achieved at twenty-one a work of rare grace and authority. He began 
where other poets have left off, and it is not a little characteristic of Pope's 
temperament that he should not open with strong, irregular verse, and 
push on to the comparative stagnation of the critical attitude, but should 
make this latter the basis of his life-work. The Essay is in most respects 
inferior to its French prototype, more hastily and irregularly composed, and 
with far less ripeness of judgment; but it is graceful and eloquent, and for 
the eighteenth century it provided an almost unchallenged code of taste. 
Matthew Prior in the same year, though more than twice the age of Pope, 
ventured upon the earliest publication of his poems, bringing from the close 




Mrs. Pope (the Poet's Mother) 



POPE 193 

of the seventeenth century a certain richness of style which we find not in 
the younger man. His ballads and songs, with their ineffable gaiety, his 
satires and epigrams, so lightly turned, enriched the meagre body of English 
verse with a gift, much of which should really be attributed to the age of 
Dryden, But Prior was not less closely related to the generation of Pope 
in his Horatian attitude and his 
brilliant Gallic grace. He was, 
however, but an occasional trifler 
with his charming muse, and had 
none of the younger master's un- 
deviating ambition. 

From 17 1 1, to follow the career 
of Pope is to take part in .1 triumph 
in which the best of his contem- 
poraries secures but a secondary 
part. The Rape of the Lock lifted 
Pope at once to the first rank of 
living European poets. In light- 
ness of handling, in elegance of 
badinage, in exquisite amenity of 
style — that is to say, in the very 
qualities which Latin Europe had 
hitherto, and not without justice, 
denied us — the little British bar- 
barian surpassed all foreign com- 
petitors. This is the turning- 
point of English subserviency to 
French taste. Pope and his school 
had closely studied their Boileau, 
and had learned their lesson well, 
so well that for the future Eng- 
land is no longer the ape of the 
French, but is competent, more 

and more confidently as the cen- Title-pkse to the "Eisar en Man," 

tury descends, to give examples designed by Pope 

to the polite world. 

A few years later all the countries of Europe were taking these examples, 
and the imitation of Pope grew to be the rage from Sweden to Italy. Mean- 
while, the youth of four-and-twenly was gaining mastery in his art. The 
Messiah reached a pitch of polished, resonant rhetoric hitherto un- 
dreamed of, and was a "copy of verses" which became the model and 
the despair of five generations of poets. Each of these productions stamped 
more definitely the type of "classical" versification, tone, and character, 
and all Pope had now to do was to enlarge his knowledge of human nature, 
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and to cultivate that extreme delicacy of phrase and rapidity of intellectual 
movement which were his central peculiarities. 

He had early learned to master the art of poetry ; but although he was 
already famous, none of those works in which he was to concentrate and 
illustrate the whole thought and fashion of his age were yet written. Pope 
was far more than the most skilful of versifiers ; he was the microcosm of 
the reign of George I. There is scarcely a belief, a tradition, an ideal of that 
age which is not to be discovered lucidly set down in the poems of Pope, who 
was not vastly above his epoch, as some great poetical prophets have been, 
but exactly on a level with it, and from our distance its perfect mirror. But 
before he took up this work of his advanced years he gave the remainder 
of his youth to a task of high and fertile discipline. From 1713, when Swift 
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was going about begging subscriptions for "the best poet in England, Mr. 
Pope, a Papist," till 1725, when the O^yssej' appeared, he was mainly occu- 
pied in translating from the Greek, or in revising the translations of others. 
His individuality was so strong, or his realisation of Hellenic art so imper- 
fect, that he conceived a Homer of his own, a Homer polished and re- 
strained to polite uses, no longer an epic poet, but a conleur of the finest 
modern order, fluent, manly, aod distinguished, yet essentially a writer of 
Pope's own day and generation. The old complaints of Pope's Hotner^re 
singularly futile. It was not an archaistic or a romantic version that England 
and her subscribers wanted ; they desired a fine, scholarly piece in the taste 
of their own times, and that was exactly what Pope was competent to give 
them. 

But if they were the gainers by his twelve years' labour, so was he. 
The close study of the Homeric diction gave firmness and ease to his style, 
concentrated his powers, determined his selection of poetic material. What 
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Pope wrote during the Homeric period w;is not considerable in extent, but 
it included his only incursions into the province of love, the beautiful 
Elegy to the Memory of an Unfortunate Lady and the Eloisa to Abelard. 
These years, however, marked the solidification of the school of which he 
was the acknowledged leader, even though some of its members seemed 
his enemies. Addison, his great rival, had published in 1713 his tragedy 
of Cato, in which the rules of Horace were applied with stringent exacti- 
tude, the result being of an exquisite frigidity. In the same year Gay came 
forward, a skilful and fairly independent satellite of Pope; between 1713 
and 1726 contributing a copious and sprightly flow of short pastorals, songs, 
and epistles. The elegant Archdeacon of Clogher, too, Thomas Parnell, 
wrote with gravity 
and wit under the 
direct stimulus of 
Pope's friendship. 
Hedied in i7i8,and 
the posthumous col- 
lection which his 
master issued four 
yearslatercontained 
some harmonious 
odes and narratives 
which have not 
quite disappeared 
from living English ..^ Perspective View of Mr. Pope's Grotto" 

literature. TiCkelJ, Fro^aDrau.lnghyJ.SerU 

who loved Addison 

and hated Pope, was writing, between 1719 and 1722, poems which owed 
more to Pope than to Addison, and in particular an elegy on the great 
essayist which is one of the most dignified funeral pieces in the language. 
Prior, who died in 1721, had finally collected his writings in 1718, and 
Swift ever and anon put forth an erratic fragment of vivid caustic verse. 
All this record of poetical activity dates from those years during which 
Pope was buried in Homer, but through it all his own claim to the highest 
place was scarcely questioned, although he was the youngest of the group. 

Alexander Pope (1688-1744) was the son of Alexander Pope, a Catholic linen- AUxan^r 

merchant of the city of London, and of his wife, Edith Turner, whose only child he {,^(^-1744) 
was ; his father, who had married before, had a daughter much older than the poeL 
Alexander Pope was born, on the 21st of May 1688, in Lombard Street. His early 
childhood was spent at Binfield, near Windsor, to which village his father had 
retired, as is believed, on account of the harassing legislation which forbade Papists 
to live within len miles of London. The child inherited a tendency to nervous head- 
ache from his mother, and a deformity of shape from his father; both parents were 
approaching fifty when he was born. He was a very amiable and charming child, 
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and from the sweetness of his voice was called "the little nightingale." Per- 
haps because he was a Catholic, perhaps because his health was poor, he re- 
ceived no regular education, though he had been at school at Twyford, near 
Winchester, and in London before, in 1700, he settled down eagerly to study at home, 
apparently without guidance, for five years. At seventeen he had so far overtaxed 
his strength, that he was obliged to give up reading altogether. His work must 
all ihis time have been desultory and partial, but he says that he read through 
"Homer, and some of the greater Greek poets in the original." Quite early, too, 
he began lo write verses ; " I lisped in numbers," he says, " for the numbers came."' 
Before he was fifteen, he wrote an epic poem, A Itatider, Prince of Rhodes, which 
he afterwards destroyed. All other professions being closed to him by law. Pope 
early thought of literature as a means of gaining a livelihood, although his father's 
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slender fortune gave him no present anxiety. He made influential friends, tlie 
Blounts of Mapledurham, Sir W, Trumbull, Walsh (who suggested to him a close 
study of versification), Henry Cromwell (who corresponded with him), the veteran 
poet W'ycherley (who submitted his senile effusions to the boy's correction). The 
relations with the last-mentioned occupied 1706 and 1707, when Pope was in his 
nineteenth year, and continued less intimately until 1710, when they were closed 
by a quarrel which differences of age and temper made inevitable. In 1709 Pope 
began to be known as a poet by his Pastorals, and during the next six years his 
fame rose with a regularity and a s|ieed scarcely to be matched elsewhere in the 
history of literature. In 1711 he pahlished his earliest important poem, the Essay 
in Criticism, and in 1712 Lintot printed in bis Miscellany the first draft of the 
Rape of the Lock, which made a great sensation. Always anxious to aim at per- 
fection, and undistracted by Addison's indulgent praise. Pope rewrote this poem. 



adding a " machinery " of gnomes and sylphs, with other adornments. In this 
form he published it, vastly improved, in 1714. Meanwhile, he had contributed to 
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the Spedaior his Messiah in 1712, and had published Windsor Forest in 1713; 
he had engaged in a hand-to-hand fight with Dennis, much the most formidable 
critic of the age, and had pulverised him ; he had found himself strong enough to 
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flout Addison and his powerful clique, and he had formed an alliance with Swift. In 
short, although the actual amount of his published writings was small, the quality of 
them was so extraordinary that at the age of twenty-six Pope was, without question, 
the most eminent man of letters in England, where letters had enjoyed so brilliant 
a revival. Meanwhile, he had begun to prepare his great metrical translation 
of Homer, a work which had been suggested to him, when he was still a bo;-, by 
Sir W. Trumbull. He had been receiving subscriptions for it for several months, 
when, soon after the death of Queen Anne, he discovered, to his exceeiiing wrath, 

that Addison had been urging 
Tickell to put furward a rival 
version. As a matter of fact 
Tickell's First Iliad and 
Pope's earliest instalment 
appeared simultaneously in 
June 1715- The inferiority 
of the former was so obvious 
that it greatly helped Pope, 
who, as Doctor Johnson said, 
"was meditating a criticism 
upon Tickell, when his adver- 
sary sank before him without 
a blow." Pope was none 
the less excessively incensed, 
and it is probable (though not 
certain) that it was at this time 
that he wrote the celebrated 
attack on Addison as Atticus, 
which was first published^ 
and then not openly by Pope 
himself — in 1723. In No- 
vember 1 7 1 3, to return to 
Homer, Swift was informing 
polite society that "the best 
poet in England was Mr, 
Pope, a Papist," and was 
making everybody subscribe. 
From this time forward the anxiety to see the new version was intense, and the publi- 
cation of the first of its six volumes a public event. The issue of the whole of Homer 
occupied eleven years (1715-1726), and l'o[Je received nearly ;^9ooo, much of which 
he was able to invest, and so, "thanks to Homer, could live and thrive, indebted to 
no prince or peer alive." This work, although a translation or rather a paraphrase, 
awakened universal admiration, and may be styled the most important single work in 
belles htlres produced in the Age of Anne. Its effect upon taste was prodigious. 
The Iliad was translated entirely by Pope ; but in order to complete the Odyssey 
he called in the help of two Cambridge poet-scholars, Elijah Fenton and William 
Broome, who between them performed half the task. \\'ith the latter of these 
colleagues he unfortunately quarrelled. The scholarship of Pope was far from 
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adequate and was challenged even at the lime; yet the most severe critics 
agreed with Bentley that, if we must "not call it Homer," it was yet a "pretty 
poem." Pope knew very little Greek, "an awkward qualification," as Mr. Leslie 
Stephen confesses, "for a translator of Homer." In early days in London, Pope 
had atlempted to live the gay life to which his years, but not his constitution, 
attracted liim ; he had called himself "the gayest valetudinaire, the most thinking 
rake alive." But after 1715 he began, although not yet thirty, to settle into 
middle life. He moved from Binfield to Chiswick in 1716, and in i7tS, when 
his father died, to the villa at 
Twickenham which be made 
so famous, and where he 
resided until the end of his 
life. Here he "twisted and 
twirled, and rhymed and 
harmonized" five acres of 
garden until it became 
"two or three sweet little 
lawns, opening into one an- 
other, and surrounded with im- 
penetrable woods." His mystic 
temples made of shells and his 
gimcrack obelisks are gone, but 
his grotto still remains to wit- 
ness to his ingenuity. While he 
was settling in, he lived with the 
Chancellor at Stanton Harcourt 
in Oxfordshire, and published 
the fifth volume of his Homer. 
At Twickenham he cemented 
his old and now somewhat 
mysterious friendship with 
Teresa and Martha Blount 
of Mapledurham ; in 1730 he 
spoke of the latter as "a friend WiUtom Walsh {HS63-1708) 

-a woman friend, God help A/Ur ,H, P^rait by Sir Godfr^ K„.lUr a, B^yfordi,.ry 

me ! — with whom I have spent 

three or four hours a day these fifteen years." In i7t7 Pope issued his works in one 
quarto volume, and this contained the first appearance of two important poems, 
Eloiia to Abelard and To Ihe Memory of an Unfortunate Lady. After this, for 
many years, his energies were wholly absorbed by his work with Homer, which he 
gradually grew to feel a burden. He edited Parnell's Works, with a fine epistle of 
his own, in 1722. When Homer was finished, Pope joined Swift, Arbuthnot, and 
Gay in the publication of two volumes of miscellanies (1727-28); the humours of 
this conjoint work set his mind running on satire, which he had lately neglected^ 
and he began to prepare his elaborate and multiform lampoon. The Dumiad, 
which was appearing in many diverse conditions from 1728 til! as late as 
1742. This was a loud and sometimes a coarse burst of mockery directed at 
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all the little scribblers of the hour, and at every one else who had awakened 
Pope's ill-humour by any sort of attack upon him. For twenty years he had 
been bottling up his resentment, and now he poured it forth in a glitter of liquid 
poison. The mortahty among the Dunces was terrific. Meanwhile, using the 
Dunciad as a flood-gate. Pope was more seriously and artistically employed in 
storing up verse of a much more exquisite order. In 1731 he had published 
his epistle Of Fahe TasU, and 
had read to Bolingbroke three 
books of a " noble work " on 
philosophy. This was the famous 
Essay on Man, which appeared 
in four instahnents in 1733-34. 
From 1731 to 1738 Pope was 
publishing, in a rapid and con- 
tinuous stream, imitations of the 
Epistles and the Satires of Horace, 
adapted to the mundane life of 
the early Geoi^ian period. Among 
these, and destined to serve as a 
prologue to the double series, if it 
had ever been completed, was the 
splendid Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, 
>734t so rich in autobiographical 
detail. The general system upon 
which these poems were to lake 
their appointed places in one great 
work fell through, however; but just 
as Pope was abandoning the idea. 
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From a Drav,i„ghy Gardner '" ^^^ ^'^"1'*' °^ Warburton, who 

vindicated the ways of the poet 
to himself. By the means of this clever, unscrupulous divine. Pope was gradually 
weaned away from the influence of Bolingbroke, which had hitherto been supreme 
with him, and from this time he was, or at least believed himself to be, broadly 
orthodox. W'arburlon preserved his remarkable sway over Pope's mind until the 
death of the poet During the last years of his life. Pope did not write much 
that was new, but polished his writings and re-arranged them for publication. 
His mother, to whom he was passionately attached, had died, at a very great 
age, in 1733, but Pope had Martha Blount with him to the last. Although 
he was only fifty-five, it became obvious in the early spring of 1744 that Pope 
was dying of old age; his bodily frame was quite worn out with asthma and 
dropsy. Friends gathered round him, Spence and Bolingbroke in particular. Quite 
clear in mind, it amused the poet to send out his Ethic Epistles to the last, and, 
as he smilingly said, to "dispense my morality as I lie dying," as he put it on 
another occasion, "of a hundred good symptoms." On the 30th of May 1744 
he passed away painlessly and softly. He was buried^being, although the greatest 
poet of his time, yet a Catholic — in his family vault at Twickenham, not in 
Westminster Abbey. No English writer 'has attracted more curiosity, nor has 
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interested more perennially successive generations of biographers. His figure is 
made very lively to us by a great variety of anecdotes. He was not blind to the 
pecuharilies of his own physique; he did not disguise the fact that he had "a 
craay carcase." He required to be lifted out of bed, and could not stand until he 
was laced into a sort of armour. Nevenheless he had great, but intermittent 
vivacity ; when he was excited, he justly described himself as " a lively 1; 
with long legs and arms ; a spider 
is no ill emblem of him ; he has 
been taken at a distance for a small 
windmill." His physical. weakness, 
no doubt, was in great part resixjn- 
siblc for a love of intrigue and even 
of downright trici;ery, which has 
made the unravelling of his corre- 
s[X)ndence an absolutely impossible 
task. This little brilliant man of 
letters, who had a liost of admir- 
able qualities, was an arch-deceiver 
and a miracle of half-hypocritical art- 
fulness. For all this, poor man, his 
memory has been only too cruelly 
punished, and it behoves an honest 
reader to-day to think more of what 
was lovable and enlightened and 
impressive in the genius of Pope 
than of his ridiculous affectations 
and deplorable pettinesses.' He 
was a very great man imprisoned in 
a little ricketty body which warped 
and pinched certain members of 
hismind. Let those who judgehim 
harshly read the account of that long disease, Jiis life, in the Epistle to Dr. ArbuthnsL 
From the " Essav on Criticism." 
A little learning is a dang'rous thing ; 

Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring : 

There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 

And drinking largely sobers us ngaln. 

Fired at first sight with what the muse imfiarts, 

In fearless youth we tempt the heights of arts. 

While from the bounded level of our mind 

Short views we take, nor see the lengths behind ; 

But more advanced, behold with strange surprise 

New disiant scenes of endless science rise ! 

So pleased at fir^t the towVmg Alps we try 

Mount o'er the vales, and seem to tread the sky, 

Th' eternal snows iippenr already past, 

And the first clouds and mountains seem the last ; 

But, those attained, we tremble to survey 

The growing labours of the lengthened way, 

Th' increasing prospect tires-our wand'ring eyes. 

Hills peep o'er hills, anil Alps on Alps arise 1 
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"BeUnda's Toilet" 

From an Original Drawing by Benjamin West 



Belinda's Toilet, from "The Rape ok the Lock." 

And now, unveiled, the toilet stands displayed, 
Each silver vase in mystic order laid. 
First, robed in white, the nymph intent adores. 
With head uncovered, the cosmetic powers. 
A heav'nly image in the glass appears. 
To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears ; 
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rh' inferior priestess, at her altar's side, 
Trembling begins the sacred rites of pride. 
Unnumbered treasures ope at once, and here 
The various oflPrings of the world appear ; 
From each she nicely culls with curious toil, 
And decks the goddess with the glitt'ring spoil. 
This casket India's glowing gems unlocks, 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box- 
The tortoise here and elephant unite, 
Transformed to combs, the speckled, and the white. 
Here files of pins extend their shining rows, 
Puffs, powders, patches. Bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 
The fair each moment rises in her charms. 
Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace. 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face ; 
Sees by degrees a purer blush arise. 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The busy sylphs surround their darling care, 
These set the head, and those divide the hair. 
Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown ; 
And Betty's praised for labours not her own. 



From "The Messiah." 

The swain in barren deserts with surprise 

Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ; 

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 

New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods. 

Waste sandy valleys, once perplexed with thorn, 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn : 

To leafless shrubs the flow'ring palms succeed. 

And od'rous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

The lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 

And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead ; 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 

The crested basilisk and speckled snake. 

Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey, 

And with their forky tongues shall innocently play. 

Rise, crowned with light, imperial Salem, rise ! 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes 1 

See, a long race thy spacious courts adorn ; 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn. 

In crowding ranks on ev'ry side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies ! 

See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 

See thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings, 

And heaped with products of Sabaean springs ! 

For thee Idume's spicy forests blow, 

And seeds of gold in Ophir^s mountains glow. 
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See heav'n its sparkl'.ng portals wide display, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day '. 
No more the rising sun shall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 
But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays, 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 



The only full-length Portrait of Pope 

■it hi! kmrwledge -lehile convirsiug uri/i Xfr. Allen 



O'erflow thy courts : the Light Himself shall shine 
Revealed, and God's eternal day be thine I 
The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away ; 
But fixed His word. His saving power remains ; — 
Thy realm for ever lasts, (hy own MESSIAH reigns 1 
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From the "Elegy on an Unfortunate Lady." 

What can atone (oh ever-injured shade !) 
Thy fate unpitied, and thy rights unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleased thy pale ghost, or graced thy mournful bier. 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed. 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed. 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorned, 
By strangers honoured, and by strangers mourned : 
.What though no friends in sable weeds appear. 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public show ? 
What though no weeping loves thy ashes grace, 
Nor polished marble emulate thy face ? 
What though no sacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallowed dirge be muttered o'er thy tomb ? 
Yet shall thy grave with rising flow'rs be drest. 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast : 
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow, 
There the first roses of the year shall blow ; 
While angels with their silver wings o'ershade 
The ground, now sacred by thy reliques made. 

From "An Essay on Man." 

Lo, the poor Indian ! whose untutored mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears Him in the wind ; 
His soul, proud science never taught to stray 
Far as the solar walk, or milky way ; 
Yet simple nature to his hope has giv'n. 
Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heav'n ; 
Some safer world in depths of woods embraced, 
Some happier island in the watery waste, 
Where slaves once more their native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold. 
To be, contents his natural desire. 
He asks no angel's wing, no seraph's fire ; 
But thinks, admitted to that equal sky. 
His faithful dog shall bear him comj>any. 

From "The Dunciad." 

In flowed at once a gay embroidered race, 
And tittering pushed the pedants off the place : 
Some would have spoken, but the voice was drowned 
By the French horn, or by the opening hound. 
The first came forwards, with as easy mien. 
As if he saw St. James's and the queen. 
When thus th* attendant orator began, 
" Receive, great empress ! thy accomplished son : 
Thine from the birth, and sacred from the rod, 
A dauntless infant ! never scared with God. 
The sire saw, one by one, his virtues wake : 
The mother begged the blessing of a rake. 
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Thou gavesl that ripeness, which so soon began, 
And ceased so sooti, he ne'er was hoy, nor man. 
Through school and college, thy kind cloud o'ercnsl, 
Safe and unseen the young /Eneas past : 
Thence bursiing glorious, all at once let down, 
Stunned with his giddy larum half the town. 
Intrepid then, o'er seas and lands he flew : 
Europe he saw, and Europe saw him loo. 
There all thy gifts and graces we display. 
Thou, only thou, directing all our Hay 1 



Title-paee from "The Dunciad," 1738 

To where the Seine, obsequious as she runs, 

Pours at great Bourbon's feet her silken sons ; 

Or Tiber, now no longer Roman, rolls. 

Vain of Italian arts, Italian souls: 

To happy convents, bosomed deep in vines, 

Where slumber abbots, purple as their wines : 

To isles of fragrance, lily-silvered vales, 

Difliising languor in the panting gales : 

To lands of singing, or of dancing slaves, 

Love -whisp' ring woods, and lute- re sounding waves. 

But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps. 

And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps." 



Fkom the " MoRAi- Essays." 
But all our praises why should lords enRross ? 
Rise, honest muse I and sing the Man of Ross : 
Pleased Vaga echoes through her windinji bounds. 
And rapid Severn hoarse applause resounds. 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's sultry brow ? 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 
Not lo the skies in useless columns tost, 
Or in proud falls magnificently lost, 
But clear and artless, pouring through the plain 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain. 



Titl«-pi^^ from "The Dnnciad," 1729 

Whose causeway parts the vale with shady rows? 
Whose seats the weary traveller repose? 
Who taught that heav'n-directcd spire to rise ? 
"The Man of Ross," each lisping babe replies. 
Behold the market-place with poor o'erspread ! 
TTie Man of Ross divides the weekly bread ; 
He feeds yon alms-house, neat, but void of state. 
Where Age and Want sit smiling at the gate ; 
Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans blest, 
The young who labour, and the old who rest. 
Is any sick ? the Man of Ross relieves, 
Prescribes, attends, the med'cine makes, and gives. 
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Is there a variance ? enter but liis door, 
B.illted are the courts, and contest is no more. 
Despairing quacks with curses fled the place. 
And vile attorneys, now a useless race. 

B. Thrice happy man ! enabled to pursue 
What all so wish, but want the pow'r to do ! 
Oh say, what sums that generous hand supply? 
What mines, to swell that boundless charity? 

P. Of debts, and taxes, wife and children clear. 
This man possessed— five hundred pounds a year. 
Biush, grandeur, blush ! proud courts, withdraw your blaze I 
Ye little stars ! hide your diminished rays. 



Stanton Harcourt in the Eighteenth Centnry 

Fnm an Engraving after Sundby's Piilun 

Maiihem Matthcw PHor (1664-1721) was the son of a joiner at Wimbome Minster, 

i^ior in Dorsetshire, where he was born on the 21st of July 1664. Tiie family moved 

" to London, and the future poet was sent to ^\'estminster School. While he was 

there, under Dr. Busby, the elder Prior died, leaving his wife so poor that she was 
obliged to take Matthew away from scliool. He was put to serve in the bar of the 
Rhenish Wine-house in Cannon Row, of which his uncle was the proprietor, and there 
Lord Dorset one day found the boy with a Horace in his hand. He told his fashion- 
able friends, and it became a recognised amusement to go to the wine-shop to hear 
the vintner's boy read Latin poetrj'. ^Vith Lord Dorset's help he went back to U'est- 
minster School; he made friends with the young Montagues, and was much in the 
company of the elder of these (Charles, afterwards Lord Halifax). In 1683 Prior 
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accepted a scholarship at SL John's College, Cambridge, where he stayed niany years. 
In 1687 he was engaged with Charles Montagu on the facetious pamphlet of The 
Hind and the Panther Transvers'd ; this is said to have greatly annoyed Dryden, who 
had "aiwaysbeen very civil" to Prior. About i6go, havinggradually grown dissatisfied 
with his position as the resident fellow of a Cambridge college, Prior, still under the 
tireless patronage of Dorset, began his career as a public servant. He was now for 
several years secretary to the Earl of Berkeley, our Ambassador at the Hague. He 
showed great ability as a diplomatist, and in 1698, after useful service at the Treaty of 
Ryswick, he was appointed Secretary to the British Embassy in Paris, Honours were 
now showered upon him, and 
in 1699 Prior came back to 
England an Under-Secretary 
of State, After a brief ex- 
perience in Parliament, he 
went back to Paris in 1712 
as Ambassador, but at the 
fall of the Tories he was im- 
peached, and was kept in 
prison from 17 15 to 17 17. 
While in confinement he 
wrote his Alma. He left 
prison with nothing to live 
on but his college fellowship, 
and his friends set about to 
collect his poems and issue 
them in a sumptuous sub- 
scription folio. This was 
done in 1719, and Prior re- 
ceived ;^4ooo. Lord Harley 
gave him an equal sum to 
buy the estate of Down Hall, 
in Essex. The rest of the 
poet's life was spent in ease 
improving this pretty property. 

Bui his htallh was declining, „,„^„ p^^ 

and he did not enjoy Down 
Hall long. Pie died "of a 
lingering fever" on the iSth of September 1721 at Wimpole, where he was the guest 
of Lord Harley (the second Earl of Oxford). Prior was buried in ^Vestminsler 
Abbey, in a tomb surmounted by a fine bust by Coysevox. He was "a spare, frail, 
solemn-faced man," very grave in public employments, but, "alone with his friends, 
Lord, how merry was he ! " 

To A Child of Quality, 
Lords, knights, and 'squires, the numerous band. 

That wear the fair Miss Mary's fetlers, 
Were summon'd by her high command, 

To show their passions by their letters. 



A/ltr Ihe Portrait by Sir Godfrey KiiilUr 
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all the little scribblers of the hour, and at every one else who had awakened 
Pope's ill-humour by any sort of attack upon him. For twenty years he had 
been bottling up his resentment, and now he poured it forth in a glitter of liquid 
poison. The mortality among the Dunces was terrific. Meanwhile, using the 
Dunciad as a flood-gate, Pope was more seriously and artistically employed in 
storing up verse of a much more exquisite order. In 1731 he had published 
his epistle Of False Taste, and 
had read to Bolingbroke three 
books of a " noble work " on 
philosophy. This was the famous 
Essay on Man, which appeared 
in four instalments in 1733-34. 
From 1731 to 1738 Pope was 
publishing, in a rapid and con- 
tinuous stream, imitations of the 
Epistles and the Satires of Horace, 
adapted to the mundane life of 
the early Geoi^ian period. Among 
these, and destined to serve as a 
prologue to the double series, if it 
had ever been comjileted, was the 
splendid Epistle to Dr. Arbutknot, 
1734, so rich in autobiographical 
detail. The general system upon 
which these poems were to take 
their appointed places in one great 
work fell through, however; but just 
as Pope was abandoning the idea, 
MftTthA Blount "" ^<1°""B commentator arose 

FroM a Drawing by Gardner '** *'^^ shape of Warburton, who 

vindicated the ways of the poet 
to himself. By the means of this clever, unscrupulous divine, Pope was gradually 
weaned away from the influence of Bolingbroke, which had hitherto been supreme 
with him, and from this time he was, or at least believed himself to be, broadly 
orthodox. Warburton preserved his remarkable sway over Pope's mind until the 
death of the poet During the last years of his life, Pope did not write much 
that was new, but polished his writings and re-arranged them for publication. 
His mother, to whom he was passionately attached, had died, at a very great 
age, in 1733, but Pope had Martha Blount with him to the last. Although 
he was only fifty-five, it became obvious in the early spring of 1744 that Pope 
was dying of old age; his bodily frame was quite worn out with asthma and 
dropsy. Friends gathered round him, Spence and Bolingbroke in particular. Quite 
clear in mind, it amused the poet to send out his Ethic Epistles to the last, and, 
as he smilingly said, to "dispense my morality as I lie dying," as he put it on 
another occasion, "of a hundred good symptoms." On the 30th of May 1744 
he passed away painlessly and softly. He was buried^being, although the greatest 
poet of his time, yet a Catholic — in his family vault at Twickenham, not in 
Westminster Abbey. No English writer 'has attracted more curiosity, nor has 
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interested more perennially successive generations of biographers. His figure is 
made very lively to us by a great variety of anecdotes. He was not blind to the 
peculiarities of his own physique; he did not disguise the fact that he had "a 
crazy carcase." He required to be lifted out of bed, and could not stand until he 
was laced into a sort of armour. Nevertheless he had great, but intermittent 
vivacity ; when he was excited, he justly described himself as "a lively little creature^ 
with long legs and arms ; a spider 
is no ill emblem of him ; he has 
been laken at a distance for a small 
windmill," His physical weakness, 
no doubt, was in great part respon- 
sible for a love of intrigue and even 
of downright trickery, which has 
made the unravelling of his corre- 
spondence an absolutely impossible 
task. This little brilliant man of 
letters, who had a host of admir- 
able qualities, was an arch-deceiver 
and a miracle of half-hypocritical art- 
fulness. For all this, poor man, his 
memory has been only too cruelly 
punished, and it behoves an honest 
reader to-day to think more of what 
was lovable and enlightened and 
impressive in the genius of Pope 
than of his ridiculous affectations 
and deplorable pettinessesr He 
was a very great man imprisoned in 

a little ricketty body which warped -j.^^^ g,^,,^^ 

and pinched certain members of ,- ^ ■ 1 ,- j 

r ^ From a Drawing by Gardner 

his mind. Let those who judge him 

harshly read the account of that long disease, his life, in the Epistle to Dr. Arbulhnol. 

From the "Ess.^v o.\ Criticism." 
A little learning is a dang'rous thing ; 
Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring : 
There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely sobers us again. 
Fired at first sight with what the muse imparts, 
In fearless youth we tempt the heights of arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind 
Short views we take, nor see the lengths behind ; 
Bui more advanced, behold with strange surprise 
New distant scenes of endless science rise I 
So pleased at first the towVmg Alps we try 
Mount o'er the vales, and seem to tread the sky, 
Th' eternal snows appear already past. 
And the first clouds and mountains seem the last ; 
But, those attained, we tremble to survey 
The growing labours of the lengthened way, 
Th' increasing prospect lires-our wand' ring eyes. 
Hills peep o'er hills, and Aips on Alps arise I 
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"Belinda's Toact" 

From an Original Drawing by Benjamin West 



Belinda's Toilet, from "The Rape of the Lock." 

And now, unveiled, the toilet stands displayed, 
Each silver vase in mystic order laid. 
First, robed in white, the nymph intent adores. 
With head uncovered, the cosmetic powers. 
A heav'nly image in the glass appears. 
To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears ; 
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I'h* inferior priestess, at her altar's side, 
Trembling begins the sacred rites of pride. 
Unnumbered treasures ope at once, and here 
The various ofTrings of the world appear ; 
From each she nicely culls with curious toil, 
And decks the goddess with the glitt'ring spoil. 
This casket India's glowing gems unlocks, 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
The tortoise here and elephant unite, 
Transformed to combs, the speckled, and the white. 
Here files of pins extend their shining rows, 
Puffs, powders, patches, Bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 
The fair each moment rises in her charms. 
Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace. 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face ; 
Sees by degrees a purer blush arise. 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The busy sylphs surround their darling care, 
These set the head, and those divide the hair. 
Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown ; 
And Betty's praised for labours not her own. 



From "The Messiah." 

The swain in barren deserts with surprise 

Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ; 

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 

New falls of water munn'ring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods. 

Waste sandy valleys, once perplexed with thorn, 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn : 

To leafless shrubs the flowVing palms succeed, 

And od'rous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

The lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 

And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead ; 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 

The crested basilisk and speckled snake. 

Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey, 

And with their forky tongues shall innocently play. 

Rise, crowned with light, imperial Salem, rise ! 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes ! 

See, a long race thy spacious courts adorn ; 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn. 

In crowding ranks on ev'ry side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies ! 

See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend. 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 

See thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings. 

And heaped with products of Sabsean springs ! 

For thee Idume's spicy forests blow, 

And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
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See heav'n its sparkl'.ng portals wide display, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 
No more the rising sun shall gild the morn. 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 
But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays, 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 



The 011I7 full-leng:th Portrait of Pope 

withQuI hi! knvulnlge viile comirsing viilli Mr. AUin at Prior Park 

O'erflow thy courts : the Light Himself shall shine 
Revealed, and God's eternal day be thine ! 
The seas sh.ill waste, the skies in smoke decay, 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away ; 
But fixed His word. His saving power remains ; — 
Thy realm for ever lasts, ihy own Messiah reigns I 
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From the " Elegy on an Unfortunate Lady." 

What can atone (oh ever-injured shade !) 
Thy fate unpitied, and thy rights unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleased thy pale ghost, or graced thy mournful bier. 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed. 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorned, 
By strangers honoured, and by strangers mourned : 
What though no friends in sable weeds appear. 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mocker}' of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public show ? 
What though no weeping loves thy ashes grace, 
Nor polished marble emulate thy face ? 
What though no sacred earth allow thee room. 
Nor hallowed dirge be muttered o'er thy tomb ? 
Yet shall thy grave with rising flowers be drest. 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast ; 
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow. 
There the first roses of the year shall blow ; 
While angels with their silver wings o'ershade 
The ground, now sacred by thy reliques made. 

From " An Essay on Man." 

Lo, the poor Indian ! whose untutored mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears Him in the wind ; 
His soul, proud science never taught to stray 
Far as the solar walk, or milky way ; 
Yet simple nature to his hope has giv'n. 
Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heav'n ; 
Some safer world in depths of woods embraced, 
Some happier island in the watery waste, 
Where slaves once more their native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold. 
To be, contents his natural desire. 
He asks no angePs wing, no seraph's fire ; 
But thinks, admitted to that equal sky, 
His faithful dog shall bear him company. 

From "The Dunciad." 

In flowed at once a gay embroidered race, 
And tittering pushed the pedants off the place : 
Some would have spoken, but the voice was drowned 
By the French horn, or by the opening hound. 
The first came forwards, with as easy mien, 
As if be saw St. James's and the queen. 
When thus th' attendant orator began, 
"Receive, great empress ! thy accomplished son : 
Thine from the birth, and sacred from the rod, 
A dauntless infant ! never scared with God. 
The sire saw, one by one, his virtues wake : 
The mother begged the blessing of a rake. 
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Thou gavest that ripeness, which so soon began. 
And ceased so soon, he ne'er was boy, nor man. 
TTirough school and college, thy kind cloud o'ercast, 
Safe and unseen the young ^neas pasi : 
Thence bursting glorious, all at once let down, 
Slunned with his giddy lanim half the town- 
Intrepid then, o'er seas and lands he flew ; 
Europe he saw, and Europe saw him too. 
There all thy gifts and graces we display. 
Thou, only thou, directing all our way ! 



Titl«-paee from "The Dunciad," 1738 

To uhere the Seine, obsequious as she runs, 
Pours at great Bourbon's feel her silken sons ; 
Or Tiber, now no longer Roman, rolls, 
Vain of Italian arts, Italian souls : 
To happy convents, bosomed deep in vines, 
Where slumber abbots, purple as their wines : 
To isles of fragrance, lily-silvered vales, 
DilTusing languor in the panting gales ; 
To lands of singing, or of dancing slaves, 
Love-whisp'ring woods, and I uie- re sounding wavi 
But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps. 
And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps." 



From the "^[oRAI, EtiSAVS." 

But all our praises why should lords engross ? 
Rise, honeal muse 1 and sing the Man of Ross : 
Pleased Vaga echoes through her winding bounds. 
And rapid Severn hoarse applause resounds. 
Who hung with woods yon mouniain's sultry brow ? 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow? 
Not to the skies in useless columns tost, 
Or in proud fells magnificently lost. 
But clear and artless, pouring through the plain 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain. 



Titl«-p«^ from "The DnncUd," 1739 

Whose causeway parts the vale with shady rows? 
Whose seats the weary traveller repose? 
Who taught that heav'n -directed spire to rise? 
"The Man of Ross," each lisping babe replies. 
Behold the market-place with poor o'crspread ! 
The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread ; 
He feeds yon alms-house, neat, but void of state. 
Where Age and Want sit smiling at the gate ; 
Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans blest, 
The young who labour, and the old who rest. 
Is any sick ? the Man of Ross relieves, 
Prescribes, attends, the med'cine makes, and gives. 
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all the little scribblers of the hour, and at every one else who had awakened 
Pope's ill-humour by any sort of attack upon him. For twenty years he had 
been bottling up his resentment, and now he poured it forth in a glitter of liquid 
poison. The mortality among the Dunces was terrific. Meanwhile, using the 
Dunciad as a flood-gate, Pope was more seriously and artistically employed in 
storing up verse of a much more exquisite order. In 1731 he had published 
his epistle Of False Taste, and 
had read to Bolingbroke three 
books of a " noble work " on 
philosophy. This was the famous 
Essay on Man, which appeared 
in four instalments in 1 733-34. 
From 1731 to 1738 Pupe was 
pubhshing, in a rapid and con- 
tinuous stream, imitations of the 
Epistles and the Satires of Horace, 
adapted to the mundane life of 
the early Georgian period. Among 
these, and destined to serve as a 
prologue to the double series, if it 
had ever been completed, was the 
splendid Epistk to Dr. Arbiithnol, 
1734, so rich in autobiographical 
detail. The general system upon 
which these poems were to take 
their appointed places in one great 
work fell through, however; but just 
as Pope was abandoning the idea, 
Martha Blount ^" adoring commentator arose 

From a Drawi„g by Gardner '" '^1*^ ^''^P^ "^ WarburtOn, who 

vindicated the ways of the poet 
to himself. By the means of this clever, unscrupulous divine, Pope was gradually 
weaned away from the influence of Bolingbroke, which had hitherto been supreme 
with him, and from this time he was, or at least believed himself to be, broadly 
orthodox. Warburton preserved his remarkable sway over Pope's mind until the 
death of the poet. During the last years of his life. Pope did not write much 
that was new, but polished his writings and re-arranged them for publication. 
His mother, to whom he was passionately attached, had died, at a very great 
age, in 1733, but Pope had Martha Blount with him to the last. Although 
he was only fifty-five, it became obvious in the early spring of 1744 that Pope 
was dying of old age; his bodily frame was quite worn out with asthma and 
dropsy. Friends gathered round him, Spence and Bolingbroke in particular. Quite 
clear in mind, it amused the [)oet to send out his Ethic Epistles to the last, and, 
as he smilingly said, lo "dispense my morality as I lie dying," as he put it on 
another occasion, "of a hundred good symptoms." On the 30th of May 1744 
he passed away painlessly and softly. He was buried- — being, although the greatest 
poet of his time, yet a Catholic — in his family vault at Twickenham, not in 
Westminster Abbey. No English writer has attracted more curiosity, nor has 
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interested more perennially successive generations of biographers. His figure is 
made very lively to us by a great variety of anecdotes. He was not blind to the 
peculiarities of his own physique; he did not disguise the fact that he had "a 
cra^y carcase." He required to be lifted out of bed, and could not stand until he 
was laced into a sort of armour. Nevertheless he had great, but intermittent 
vivacity ; when he was excited, he justly described himself as " a lively little creature^ 
with long legs and arms ; a spider 
is no ill emblem of him ; he has 
been taken at a distance for a small 
windmill." His physical weakness, 
no doubt, was in great part respon- 
sible for a love of intrigue and even 
of downright trickery, which has 
made the unravelling of his corre- 
spondence an absolutely imptissible 
task. This little brilliant man of 
letters, who had a )iost of admir- 
able qualities, was an arch-deceiver 
and a miracle of half-hypocritical art- 
fulness. For all this, poor man, his 
memory has been only too cruelly 
punished, and it behoves an honest 
reader to-day to think more of what 
was lovable and enlightened and 
impressive in the genius of Pope 
than of his ridiculous affectations 
and deplorable pettinesses" He 
was a very great man imprisoned in 
a little riciietty body which war[)ed 
and pinched certain members of 
his mind. Let those who judge him 
harshly read the account of that long 



From the ' 



Teresa Blount 

From a Draviing fy Gardner 

disease, his life, in the Epistle to Dr. Arbnthnot. 
Essay on Criticism." 
a dang'ro 



A little learning is a dang'rous thing ; 
Drink deep, or laste not the Pierian spring r 
There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely sobers us again. 
Fired at first sight with what the muse imparls. 
In fearless youth we tempi the heights of arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind 
Short views we take, nor see the lengths behind ; 
Bui more advanced, behold with strange surprise 
New distant scenes of endless science rise ! 
So pleased at first the tow' ring Alps we try 
Mount o'er the vales, and seem to tread the sky, 
Th' eternal snows appear already past, 
And the first clouds and mountains seem the last | 
But, those attained, we tremble to survey 
The growing labours of the lengthened way, 
Th' increasing prospect tires-oirr wand'ring eyes. 
Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arise 1 
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"Belinda's Toilet" 

From an Original Drawing by Benjamin 



Belinda's Toilet, from "Thk Rape ok the Lock." 
And now, unveiled, Ihe toilet stands displayed, 
Each silver vase in mystic order laid. 
First, robed in white, the nymph intent adores. 
With head uncovered, the cosmetic pow'rs, 
A heav'nly image in the glass appears, 
To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears ; 
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rh' inferior priestess, at her altar's side, 
Trembling begins the sacred rites of pride. 
Unnumbered treasures ope at once, and here 
The various ofFrings of the world appear ; 
From each she nicely culls with curious toil, 
And decks the goddess with the glittering spoil. 
This casket India's glowing gems unlocks, 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
The tortoise here and elephant unite, 
Transformed to combs, the speckled, and the white. 
Here files of pins extend their shining rows. 
Puffs, powders, patches, Bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 
The fair each moment rises in her charms, 
Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face ; 
Sees by degrees a purer blush arise, 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The busy sylphs surround their darling care, 
These set the head, and those divide the hair. 
Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown ; 
And Betty's praised for labours not her own. 



From "The Messiah." 

The swain in barren deserts with surprise 

Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ; 

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 

New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods. 

Waste sandy valleys, once perplexed with thorn, 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn : 

To leafless shrubs the flow'ring palms succeed. 

And od'rous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

The lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 

And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead ; 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 

The crested basilisk and speckled snake. 

Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey, 

And with their forky tongues shall innocently play. 

Rise, crowned with light, imperial Salem, rise 1 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes 1 

See, a long race thy spacious courts adorn ; 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn. 

In crowding ranks on ev'ry side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies 1 

See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend. 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 

See thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings, 

And heaped with products of Sabaean springs ! 

For thee Idume's spicy forests blow, 

And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
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See heav'n its sparkling portals wide display, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 
No more the rising sun shall gild the mom, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 
But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays. 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 



The onlj full-leag:tli Portrait of Pope 



O'erflow thy courts : the Light Himself shall shine 
Revealed, and God's eternal day be thine 1 
The sens shall waste, the skies in smoke decay. 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountiins melt away ; 
But fixed His word. His saving power remains ; — 
Thy realm for ever lasts, (hy own Messiah reigns ! 
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From the " Elegy on an Unfortunate Lady." 

What can atone (oh ever-injured shade !) 
Thy fate unpitied, and thy rights unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleased thy pale ghost, or graced thy mournful bier. 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed. 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorned, 
By strangers honoured, and by strangers mourned : 
What though no friends in sable weeds appear. 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public show ? 
What though no weeping loves thy ashes grace, 
Nor polished marble emulate thy face ? 
What though no sacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallowed dirge be muttered o'er thy tomb ? 
Yet shall thy grave with rising flow'rs be drest. 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast : 
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow, 
There the first roses of the year shall blow ; 
While angels with their silver wings o'ershade 
The ground, now sacred by thy reliques made. 

From "An Essay on Man." 

Lo, the poor Indian ! whose untutored mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears Him in the wind ; 
His soul, proud science never taught to stray 
Far as the solar walk, or milky way ; 
Yet simple nature to his hope has gi\^n. 
Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heav'n ; 
Some safer world in depths of woods embraced, 
Some happier island in the watery waste, 
Where slaves once more their native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold. 
To be, contents his natural desire, 
He asks no angel's wing, no seraph's fire ; 
But thinks, admitted to that equal sky. 
His faithful dog shall bear him company. 

From "The Dunciad." 

In flowed at once a gay embroidered race, 
And tittering pushed the pedants off the place : 
Some would have spoken, but the voice was drowned 
By the French horn, or by the opening hound. 
The first came forwards, with as easy mien. 
As if he saw St. James's and the queen. 
When thus th' attendant orator began, 
"Receive, great empress ! thy accomplished son : 
Thine from the birth, and sacred from the rod, 
A dauntless infant ! never scared with God. 
The sire saw, one by one, his virtues wake : 
The mother begged the blessing of a rake. 
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Thou gavest that ripeness, which so soon bejjfan, 
And ceased so soon, he ne'er «as boy, nor man. 
Through school and college, thy kind cloud o'ercast, 
Safe and unseen the young .-EneDs past : 
Thence bursting glorious, all at once let down, 
Siunned vu'wh his giddy larom half the town. 
Intrepid then, o'er seas and lands he flew : 
Europe he saw, and Europe saw him too. 
There ail ihy gifts and graces we display. 
Thou, only thou, directing all our way ! 



Title-pAge from "The Duncutd," 1728 

To where the Seine, obsequious as she runs, 
Pours at great Bourbon's feet her sillten sons ; 
Or Tiber, now no longer Roman, rolls. 
Vain of Italian arcs, Italian souls: 
To happy convents, bosomed deep in \ ines, 
Vhcre slumber abbots, purple as their wines : 
To isles of fragrance, lily-silvered vales, 
Diffusing languor in the panting gales : 
To lands of singing, or of dancing slaves, 
Love -whisp' ring woods, and lute- re sounding wav 
But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps, 
And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps." 



From the "Mokai. Essays," 
But all our praises why shoultl lords engross ? 
Rise, honest muse '. and sing the Mnn of Ross ; 
Pleased V'aga ethoes through her winding bounds, 
And r^ipid Severn hoarse applause resounds. 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's sultry brow? 
From the dry rock who bade the «-aiers flow ? 
Not to the skies in useless columns tost, 
Or In proud falls magniticcntly lost, 
Bui clear and artless, pouring through the plain 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain. 



Title-pKg« from "The Dtmciai],'' 1739 

Whose causeway parts the vale with shady rows? 
Whose seats the weary traveller repose? 
Who taught that heav'n-di reeled spire to rise? 
"The Man of Ross," each lisping babe replies. 
Behold the market-place with poor o'erspread ! 
The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread ; 
He feeds yon alms-house, neat, but void of state. 
Where Age and Want sit smiling at the gate ; 
Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans blest. 
The young who labour, and the old who rest. 
Is any sick? the Man of Ross relieves, 
Prescribes, attends, the med'cine makes, and gives. 
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eight Latin pieces in a University miscellany. He now, at last, at the age of 
twenty-seven, left Oxford at the suggestion of the future Lord Halifax. He visited 
all that was most noteworthy in northern and central Italy, and passed through 
Switzerland, Germany, and Holland, not returning to England until late in 1703, 
after an absence of four years. In 1705 he published Remarks on what he had 
seen ; and during his journeys he had written a good deal of an original kind 
which he slowly gave to the world. Addison was in great straits on his return to 
England, the death of his father and his failure, by what seems an odd want of 
adroitness, to secure a small appointment as travelling tutor to the Duke of Somerset's 
son, having landed him in great embarrassment. For some time he " lodged up three 
pair of stairs over a small shop," in a state of abject poverty, from which the success 
of his poem, The Campaign^ saved him. He immediately received place under the 
Whigs, and was appointed in 1706 to an Under-Secretaryship of State. Addison 
entered Parliament in 1708, but the election was quashed a year later. Meanwhile 
he kept his post, and on losing it, on the last day of 1709, was immediately 
appointed Secretary to the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland and Keeper of the Records. 
Before he went to Ireland, Addison became intimate with Swift, who prayed that 
" too much business may not spoil le plus honnHe homme du monde^'^ but unfortu- 
nately this friendship was soon damped by the violence of political party. In 
171 1, after the fall of the Whig Ministry, Addison found himself deprived of most 
of his places, and "an estate in the Indies worth ;;^i4,ooo,'' whatever this last 
may have been. He was nevertheless now no longer poor, and he bought an 
estate in Warwickshire, Bilton, for ;;^i 0,000. To the Tatler, as published by 
Steele in 1709, Addison had meanwhile become a contributor, and Steele de- 
scribed his friend as performing that office "with such force of genius, humour, 
wit, and learning, that I fared like a distressed prince who calls in a powerful 
neighbour to his aid — I was undone by my own auxiliary; when I had once 
called him in I could not subsist without dependence on him." The Tatler 
ceased to appear on the 22nd of January 171 1, and on the ist of March of the 
same year Addison and he founded the Spectator^ which was in every way a more 
composite and ambitious undertaking, and which enjoyed a prodigious success. 
It was dropped in December 17 12. Addison had for many years past wished to 
produce a verse-tragedy perfect in classical form, and even while at Oxford he 
had selected the subject of Cato for it. As early as 1703 the play was finished 
enough to be shown by Steele to Gibber. One by one the friends of Addison 
saw the tragedy in manuscript, but all doubted its fitness for the stage. Pope 
expressed the general opinion when he said that the author " had better not 
act it, but would get reputation enough by only printing it." In 17 13, however, 
the position of parties was such as to remind the group of friends of the familiar 
manuscript tragedy, and Addison was suddenly urged to seize the opportunity. He 
did so, and it was presently produced on the stage. It enjoyed an amazing success, 
and it may be held that the evening of the 30th of April 17 13 was the climax 
of Addison's existence. The tragedy enjoyed a run of then unprecedented length, 
and, being printed, was hailed all over Europe as a masterpiece of regularity and 
elegance. In the midst of this delirium of eulogy, the old critic, John Dennis, 
raised, almost alone, the protesting voice of common sense. From this point in 
his life the lucky star of Addison seems to have been gradually clouded, through 
no fault of his. The quarrel with Pope, which dates from 1715, although he took 
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it with dignity, must have caused him great annoyance, and he was but poorly 
served by the "little senate" of second-class writers which he collected around 
him at Button's, although the faithful friendship, amounting almost to adoration, 
which was displayed by Tickell cannot but have gratified Addison. But the 
latter began to age early, and already, no doubt, was apt to sit " attentive to his 
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Facnniile of the Assignment of the " Spectator," signed by Addison and Steele 

own applause," and to offer those features of human weakness which the cruel 
penetration of Pof)e has preserved for posterity in the venomous portrait of Atticus. 
The energies of Addison were now distributed between politics, in which he repre- 
sented the most moderate of the Whigs, and the composition of an apologetic 
work on the history of Christianity, which he left unfinished. At the death of 
Anne, Addison returned with the Whigs to office, and was Chief Secretary in 
Ireland for some months of 17 14-15. When he resigned this post he began to 
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edit a newspaper in the interests of the Government, namely, the Freeholder 
(1715-16). This journal ceased when its work was done, and Addison was made 
a Commissioner for Trade. In the summer of 17 16 he married the widowed 
Countess of Warwick, to whom he had been long attached, but there is more 
than a fear that Addison found "wedded discord wdth a noble wife." In 17 17, 
when Sunderland became Prime Minister, he appointed Addison a Secretary 
of State, but the essayist was not conspicuously successful as a politician. In 
particular, during the ten years during which he sat for Malmesbury in the House 
of Commons he spoke but once, and then broke down in speaking : " he had too 
beautiful an imagination,' one of his contemporaries said, " to make a man of 
business." In March 17 18 Addison resigned his office, his health beginning to 
give him serious anxiety. It is painful to record that the last year of Addison's 
life was embittered by an acrimonious controversy with his old and close friend, 
Steele. Worn out with asthma and dropsy, Addison was now sinking, and on the 



} 



Autograph Inscription of Addison's to Jonathan Swift 

17th of June 1719 he died at Holland House, having lately entered his forty-eighth 
year. He called his stepson, the Earl of Warwick, to his bedside, and bid him "see 
in what peace a Christian can die." Addison lay in state in Jerusalem Chamber, 
and then was buried " by midnight lamps " in Westminster Abbey, as Tickell has 
described in his beautiful and touching elegy. Addison's only child, an unmarried 
daughter, survived until 1797. 

Will Wimble. 

Will Wimble is younger brother to a baronet, and descended of the ancient family 
of the Wimbles. He is now between forty and fifty ; but being bred to no business 
and born to no estate, he generally lives with his elder brother as superintendent 
of his game. He hunts a pack of dogs better than any man in the county, and is 
very famous for finding out a hare. He is extremely well versed in all the little handi- 
crafts of an idle man. He makes a May-fly to a miracle ; and furnishes the whole 
country with angle-rods. As he is a good-natured officious fellow, and very much 
esteemed on account of his family, he is a very welcome guest at every house, and keeps 
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up a good correspondence among all the gentlemen about him. He carnes a lulip- 
rool in his pocket from one to another, or exchanges a puppy between a couple of 
friends that live perhaps in the opposite sides of the county. Will is a particular 
favourite of all the young heirs, whom he frequently obliges with a net that he has 
weaved, or a sc(ting-dog that he has made himself. He now and then presents : 
of garters of his own knitting 
to their mothers or sisters ; 
and raises a great deal of 
mirth among them, by inquir- 
ing as often as he meets them 
" how they wear ! " These 
gentleman-like manufactures 
and obliging little humours 
make Will the darling of the 
country. 

Haunted. 

At a little distance frum Sir 
Roger's house, among the 
ruins of an old abbey, there is 
a long walk of aged elms, which 
are shot up so very high, that 
when one passes under them, 
the rooks and crows that rest 
upon the tops of them seem to 
be cawing in another region. 
I am very much delighted with 
this sort of noise, which I con- 
sideras a kind of natural prayer 
to that Being who supplies the 
wants of his whole creation, 
and who, in the beautiful lan- 
guage of the Psalms, feedeth 

the young ravens that call 

upon him. 1 like this retire- 
ment the belter, because of 
an ill report it lies under of 
being haunted ; for which 
reason (as I have been told in 

the family) no living creature ever walks in it besides the chaplain. My good friend 
the butler desired me with a very grave face not to venture myself in it after sunset, 
for that one of the footmen had been almost frighted out of his wits by a spirit that 
appeared 10 him in the shape of a black horse without an head : to which he added, 
that about a month ago one of the maids coming home late that way with a pail of 
milk upon her head, heard such a rustling among the bushes that she let it fall. 

1 was taking a walk in this place last nighl between the hours of nine and ten, and 
could not but fancy it one of the most proper scenes in the world for a ghost to appear 
in. The ruins of the abbey are scattered up and down on every side, and half covered 
with ivy and elder-bushes, the harbours of several solitary birds which seldom make 
their appearance till the dusk of the evening. The place was formerly a churchyard, 
and has still several marks in it of graves and burying- pi aces. There is such an echo 
among the old ruins and vaults, that if you stamp but a little louder than ordinary, 
you hear the sound repeated. At the same time the walk of elms, with the croaking' 
of the ravens which from lime to time are heard from the tops of them, looks exceeding 
solemn and venerable. These objects naturally raise seriousness and attention ; and 
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when night heightens llie awfulness of the place, and pours out her supernumerary 
horrors upon everything in it, I do not at all wonder that weak minds All it wjth 
spectres and apparitions. 

The Head-Dress. 

The ladies have been for some lime in a kind of moulting season with regard lo that 
part of their dress, having cast great quantities of riband, lace, and cambric, and in 
some measure reduced that part of the human figure to the beautiful globular form 
which is natural to it. We have for a great while expected what kind of ornament 
would be substituted in the place of those antiquated commodes. But our female pro- 
jectors were all the last summer so taken up' with the improvement of their petticoats, 
that they had not time to attend lo anything else ; but having' at length sufficiently 
adorned their lower parts, they now begin to turn their thoughts upon the other extremity, 
as well remembering the old kitchen proverb, "that if you light the lire at both ends, 
the middle will shift for itself." 

I am engaged in this speculation by a sight which I lately met with at the opera. 
As I was standing in the hinder part of a box, I took notice of a htlle cluster of women 
sitting together in the prettiest-coloured hoods that I ever saw. One of them was blue, 
another yellow, and another philomot ; the fourth was of a pink colour, and the fifth 
of a pale green. I looked with as much pleasure upon this little parly -colon red assembly 
as upon a bed of tulips, and did not know at first whether it might not be an embassy 
of Indian queens ; but upon my going about into ihe pit, and taking them in front, I 
was immediately undeceived, and saw so much beauty in every face that I found them 
all to be English, Suclj eyes and lips, cheeks and foreheads, could be the growth of 
no other country. The complexion of their faces hindered me from obser^'ing any 
farther the colour of their hoods, though 1 could easily perceive, by that unspeakable 
satisfaction which appeared in their looks, that their own thoughts were wholly taken 
up on those pretty ornaments they wore upon their heads. 

Sir Richard Sir Richard Steele (1672-1729), although always reiwrted as being younger 

f'ii' 17 ol ''^^ ^'^ 'a\o%X. clistinguished friend, was, it has lately b<?en discovered, born in March 

1672, whereas Addison was 
not bom until May, Steele 
was born in Dublin, where 
his father practised a,s an 
attorney ; the latter died 
when his son was five years 
old, and Steele has given 
an enchanting picture of the 
emotions which his father's 
death awakened. In 16S5 
the boy was sent to the 
Charterhouse, and passed in 
1690 to Christ Church, Ox- 
ford, and in 1691 to Merton 
College. It is supposed 
that he left the University 
Sir Richard Steele's Cottle on Haverstock Hill ^nd became a trooper in 

From ai, old PrUi the Duke of Ormond's Life 

Guards in 1694; in his 
military capacity he was present at Queen Mary's funeral, of which his earliest 
publication, The Procession, of 1695, is a versified memorial. Of Steele's movements 
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in the next six years we know very little, but during part of ihe time, at least, 
he served as a captain of FusiHers. In 1701 Steele published his first important 
work, the Chrhtian Hero, which was considered puritanical by his companions, 
and landed him in a duel, in which he ran his critic through the body. He now 
began to write for the stage, and his first comedy, Tht Funeral, dales from the close 
of 1701. His idea was to introduce morality to the stage, and make "virtue and 
vice appear just as they ought 10 do," and not as they are travestied in the art of 
Wycherley and Congreve. In the Ztw^Ziiw/-( 1703) Steele was still more didactic, and 

it is not to be wondered at that 

his comedy was " damned for 
its piety." He tried a third 
time, with the Tender Husband 
{1705), a better play, but as 
complete a failure. He was 
by this time married to a lady, 
vaguely spoken of as "of vast 
possessions,"whodiedin 1706, 
In May 1707 Steele received 
from Harley the important 
post of Gazetteer. Imme- 
diately after the death of his 
first wife, and perhaps at her 
funeral, Steele is believed to 
have made the acquaintance of 
Miss Mary Scurlock, a Welsh 
lady with "expectations." It 
was to her, before and after 
their marriage, that Steele 
addressed the extraordinary 
correspondence which, printed 
first in 1787, has done more 
than anything else to make us 
acquainted with his character. 
The marriage between Dick sir Richmrd Steele 

Steele and his "dear lovely AfUr the Psrlrail by Sir Godfny Kurller el Bayfor,ibuty 

Prue" took place in September 

1707. His life with this handsotne and fairly amiable lady was a chequered one. 
As Mr. Austin Dobson says, Steele was loyal, affectionate, and warm-hearted, but 
"hopelessly sanguine, restless, and impulsive." He took wine loo freely; he 
squandered money far beyond his means; and these faults greatly strained 
Mrs. Steele's patience ; but though ihey fought, they never jwrted, and to the last 
she was his "absolute governess," and "adored capricious beauty." The great wits 
of the age of Anne were now coming closer and closer; in 1708 Swift speaks of the 
" triumvirate of Addison, Steele and me," and when they met, Congreve and Pope 
were often of the party. Early in 1709 Steele borrowed the name of "Isaac 
Bickerstaff" from Swift to use as a pseudonym in the Tathr, which he began to 
publish on the i2th of April; this was a Letter of Intelligence destined to "gratify 
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the curiosity of persons of all conditions, and each sex." At first Steele wrote it all 
himself, but soon he called in Addison to help. It ceased in January 1711, and was 
succeeded within two months by the Spectator, another folio sheet, consisting 
only of a single essay, whereas the Taller had given a variety of news. The 
Spectator, too, came out on every week-day. The plan of this famous literary 
journal was, as we have it upon the evidence of Tickell, projected by Steele and 
Addison in concert, but it was the latter who represented the central figure of the 
Spectator Club, the celebrated Sir R<^er de Coverley. When the paper ceased, 
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it was found that Addison had contributed a somewhat larger number of essays 
than Steele, very few being from the pen of Eustace Budgell, Pope, and one or two 
others. The sale was enormous for those days, — it is estimated at 10,000 copies. 
In December 1712 this "noble entertainment for persons of a refined taste," as 
Berkeley called it, came abruptly to an end. Early in the career of the Spectator 
Swift had quarrelled with Addison, but he remained some time longer on terms of 
amity with Steele. The latter was now deep in debt, but the death of his mother- 
in-law, in 1713, brought him considerable accession of wealth. He was fooUsh 
enough to take a costly house in Bloomsbury Square, and to launch out into 



STEELE 



233 



every form of extravagance. In March he started a new daily paper, the Guardian, 
in which Addison originally took no part, but was soon drawn in. Steele 
and Swift were presently involved in acute hostility, and for political reasons the 
former resigned his offices; he left the Guardian almost entirely to Addison and 
Budgell, and entered the House of Commons as M.P. for Stockbridge. His purely 
literary work now took mainly the character of pamphlets, and for what he wrote 
about the fall of Dunkirk he was, in March 17 14, expelled from the House. Steele, 
who had given up ;;^400 a year to enter Parliament, was now in a deplorable 
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plight. He continued the active publication of newspapers and pamphlets, and 
the death of Queen Anne restored him to success. He went on writing dull 
political tracts, and Swift in cruel justice said that Steele had "obliged his party 
with a very awkward pamphleteer in the room of an excellent droll.^' In 1715 he 
was knighted, and became Supervisor (or Manager) of Drury Lane Theatre, at a 
salary of jCtoo a year. Early in the same year he was elected M.P. for Borough- 
bridge. In the following years we find him frequently visiting Scotland, upon 
public business ; and in 1 7 1 7 Lady Steele was principally living in Wales, to look 
after an estate they had at Carmarthen ; to this circumstance we owe a large 
number of her husband's delightful letters to her. She died late in 17 18, and 
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after that event Steele had little luck. In 1719 ne quarrelled with Addison, and 
in 172* he Vios again in Parliament, as M.P. for \V'endover, In this year, moreover, 
he brought out his comedy of the Cansa'ous Lovers with success, but presently 
fell into a condition of bankruptcy. He went to live at Hereford, and later at 
Carmarthen, where he was afflicted with a stroke of paralysis, " He retained his 
cheerful sweetness of temper to the last," but was a hopelessly broken man, to whom 
death came as a release on the ist of September 1729. The starthng inconsistencies 
of Steele's character and his restless incoherency have led to very diverse judgments 
as to his character, but he seems to have been a weak man who yet loved honesty 

and virtue with all his heart. 
He was what was called "a 
black man," with a dark com- 
plexion, very bright eyes, and 
deep brown hair. 

Politeness. 

I do not doubt but England 
is at present as polite a nation 
as any in the world ; but any 
man who thinks can easily see, 
that the affectation of being gay 
and in fashion has very near 
eaten up our good sense and 
our religion. Is there anything 
so just as that mode and gal- 
lantry should be built upon 
exerting ourselves in what is 
proper and agreeable to the in- 
siitutiuns of justice and piety 
among us ? And yet is there 
anything more common, than 
that we run in perfect contra- 
diction to them? All which is 
supported by no other preten- 
sion, than that it is done with 
Sir Richard Steele „[|at we call a good grace. 

Afler tht Porlrail by Jonalkan Richardson Nothing ought to be held 

laudable or becoming, but what 
nature itself should prompt us to think so. Respect to all kinds of superiors is founded, 
methinks, upon instinct ; and yet what is so ridiculous as age ! I make this abrupt 
transition to the mention of this vice more than any other, in order to introduce a little 
story, which I think a pretty instance, that the most polite age is in danger of being 

It happened at Athens, during a public representation of some play exhibited in 
honour of the commonwealth, that an old gentleman came too late for a place 
suitable to his age and quality. Many of the young gentlemen who observed the 
difficulty and confusion he was in, made signs to him that ihey would accommodate 
him if he came where they sat. The good man bustled through the crowd accord- 
ingly J but when he came to the seats to which he was invited, the jest was to sit 
close and expose him, as he stood, out of countenance, to the whole audience. The 
frolic went round all the Athenian benches. But on those occasions there were also 
particular places assigned for foreigners. When the good man skulked towards the 
boxes appointed for the Lacedemonians, that honest people, more virtuous than polite, 
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rose up all to a man, and with the greatest respect received him among them. The 
Athenians being suddenly touched with the sense of the Spartan virtue and their own 
degeneracy, gave a thunder of applause ; and the old man cried out, — The Athenians 
understand what is good, but the Lacedemonians practise it. 

Impudence. 

I take an impudent fellow to be a sort of outlaw in good -breeding, and therefore 
what is said of him no nation or person can be concerned for. For this reason, one 
may be free upon him. I have put myself to great pains in considering this pre- 
vailing quality which we call impudence, and have taken notice that it exerts itself 
in a different manner, according to the different soils wherein such subjects of these 
dominions, as are masters of it, were bom. Impudence in an Englishman is sullen 
and insolent ; in a Scotchman, it is untractable and rapacious ; in an Irishman, 
absurd and fawning. As the course of the world now runs, the impudent English- 
man behaves like a surly landlord, the Scot like an ill-received guest, and the Irish- 
man like a stranger, who knows he is not welcome. There is seldom anything 
entertaining either in the impudence of a South or North Briton ; but that of an 
Irishman is always comic. A true and genuine impudence is ever the effect of 
ignorance without the least sense of it. The best and most successful Starers now 
in this town are of that nation ; they have usually the advantage of the stature 
mentioned in the above letter of my correspondent, and generally take their stands 
in the eye of women of fortune ; insomuch that I have known one of them, three 
months after he came from plough, with a tolerable good air lead out a woman from 
a play, which one of our own breed, after four years at Oxford and two at the 
Temple, would have been afraid to look at. 

We have hitherto said nothing of Jonathan Swipr, yet he flows right 
across the present field of our vision, from William III. to George II. 
His course is that of a fiery comet that dashes through the constellation 
of the wits of Anne, and falls in melancholy ashes long after the occul- 
tation of the last of them. The friend and companion of them for a 
season, he pursues his flaming course with little real relation to their 
milder orbits, and is one of the most singular and most original figures 
that our history has produced. Swift was a bundle of paradoxes — a 
great churchman who has left not a trace on our ecclesiastical system, 
an ardent politician who was never more than a fly on the wheel. He 
is immortal on the one side on which he believed his genius ephemeral ; 
he survives solely, but splendidly, as a man of letters. His career was 
a failure : he began life as a gentleman's dependant, he quitted it " like 
a poisoned rat in a hole " ; with matchless energy and ambition, he w^on 
neither place nor power : and in the brief heyday of his influence with 
the Ministry, he who helped others was impotent to endow himself. 
Swift is the typical instance of the powerlessness of pure intellect to 
secure any but intellectual triumphs. But even the victories of his brain 
were tainted ; his genius left a taste of brass on his own palate. That 
Swift was ever happy, that his self-torturing nature was capable of con- 
tentment, is not certain ; that for a long period of years he was wretched 
beyond the lot of man is evident, and those have not sounded the depths 
of human misery who have not followed in their mysterious obscurity 
the movements of the character of Swift. 
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His will was too despotic to yield to his misfortunes ; his pride sus- 
tained him, and in middle life a fund of restless animal spirits. We 
know but little of his early years, yet enough to see that the splendida 
bilis, the sxva indignatio, which ill-health exacerbated, were his com- 
panions from the first. We 
cannot begin to comprehend 
his literary work without re- 
cognising thiH. His weapon 
was ink, and he loved to 
remember that gall and 
copperas went to the making 
of it. It was in that deadest 
period, at the very close 
of the seventeenth century, 
that his prodigious talent 
first made itself apparent. 
With no apprenticeship in 
style, no relation of dis- 
cipleship to any previous 
French' or English writer, 
but steeped in the Latin 
classics, he produced, at the 
age of thirty, two of the most 
extraordinary masterpieces 
of humour and satire which 
were ever wiitteii, the Tale 
of a Tub and the Battle of 
the Books. It was not until 
five or six years laler that 
he gave them together, 
anonymously, to the press. 
In the Tale of a Tub every 
characteristic of Swift's style 
is revealed — the mordant 
wit, the vehement graceful 
ease, the stringent simpli- 
city. To the end of his 
days he never wrote better 
things than the description 
of the goddess of Criticism drawn by geese in a chariot, the dedication to 
Prince Prosperity with its splendid hilarity and irony, the doubly distilled 
allegorical apologue of the Spider and the Bee. In his poisonous attacks on 
the deists, in his gleams of sulky misanthropy, in the strange filthiness of his 
fancy, in the stranger exhilaration which seizes him whenever the idea of 
■ Ht may, it is true, bave seen the Comhat des Livta of Callicre?. 
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madness is introduced — in all these things Swift reveals his essential char- 
acter in this his first and perhaps greatest book. Although every one 
admired it, the Tale of a Tub was doubtless fatal to his ambition, thus 
wrecked at the outset on the reef of his ungovernable satire. The 
book, to be plain, is a long gibe at theology, and it is not surprising 
that no bishopric could ever 
be given to the inventor of 
the Brown Loaf and the 
Universal Pickie. He might 
explain away liis mockery, 
declare it to have been 
employed in the Anglican 
c;iuse, emphasise the denial 
that his aim was irreligious ; 
the damning evidence re- 
mained that when he had 
had the sacred garments 
in his hands he had torn 
away, like an infuriated ape, 
as much of the gold fringe 
as he could. The fact was 
that, without any design of 
impiety, he knew not how 
to be devout. He always, 
by instinct, saw the hollow- 
ness and the seamy side. 
His enthusiasms were nega- 
tive, and his burning im- 
agination, even when he 
applied it to religion, re- 
vealed not heaven but hell 
to htm. 

The power and vitality 
of such a nature could not 
be concealed ; they drew 
every sincere intellect to- 
wards him. Already, in 
1705, Addison was hailing 

Swiit as "the most agree- Illuatration from tbe "Tale of « Tub 

able companion, the truest 

friend, and the greatest genius of the age," We take him np again in 
171 1, when the slender volume of Miscellanies reminds us of what he had 
been as a writer from the age of thirty-live to forty-five. The contents 
of this strange book name for us the three caustic religious treatises, the 
first of Swift's powerful political tracts (the Sacramental Test), various other 
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waifs and rags from his culminating year, 1708, gibes and flouts of many 
kinds revealing the spirit of "a very positive young man," trifles in verse 
and prose to amuse his friends the Whig Ministers or the ladies of Lord 
Berkeley's family. Nothing could be more occasional than all this ; nothing, 
at first sight, less imbued with intensity or serious feeling. Swift's very 
compliments are impertinent, his arguments in favour of Christianity sub- 
versive. But under all this there is the passion of an isolated intellect, 
and he was giving it play in the frivolities of a compromising humour. 

The published writings of Swift during the first forty-four years of 
his life were comprised in two volumes of very moderate dimensions. 
But if the purely literary outcome of all this period had been exiguous, 
it was now to grow scantier still. At the very moment when the group 
of Anne wits, led by Pope and Addison, were entering with animation 
upon their best work. Swift, almost ostentatiously, withdrew to the sphere 
of affairs, and for ten years refrained entirely from all but political 
authorship. His unexampled Journal to Stella^ it is true, belongs to this 
time of obscuration, but it is hardly literature, though of the most in- 
tense and pathetic interest. Swift now stood " ten times better " with 
the new Tories than ever he did with the old Whigs, and his pungent 
pen poured forth lampoons and satirical projects. The influence of 
Swift's work of this period upon the style of successive English publicists 
is extremely curious ; he began a new order of political warfare, de- 
manding lighter arms and swifter manoeuvres than the seventeenth century 
had dreamed of. Even Halifax seems cold and slow beside the lightning 
changeg^^i&k mood, the inexorable high spirits of Swift. That such a tract 
^s the t^nttfnents of a Church of England Man^ with its gusts of irony, 
its white heat of preposterous moderation, led on towards Junius is 
obvious ; but Swift is really the creator of the whole school of eighteenth- 
century rhetorical diatribe on its better side, wherever it is not leaden 
and conventional. It may be said that he invented a vital polemical 
system, which was used through the remainder of the century by every 
one who dealt in that kind of literature, and who was at the same time 
strong enough to wield such thunderbolts. 

That no one, until the time of Burke, who had other ammunition of 
his own, could throw these bolts about with anything of Swift's fierce 
momentum, it is scarcely necessary to say. His velocity as an antagonist 
was extraordinary. He was troubled by no doubt of his own opinion, 
nor by any mercy for that of his enemy. He was the first Englishman 
to realise, in the very nest of optimism, that the public institutions of a 
society could be, and probably were, corrupt. In the generation of 
Shaftesbury this discovery was really a momentous one. Mandeville 
made it soon after, but to his squalid moral nature the shock was not 
so great as it was to Swift's. That most things were evil and odious in 
the best of all possible worlds was a revelation to Swift that exhilarated 
him almost to ecstasy. He could hardly believe it to be true, and 
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trembled lest he should be forced to admit that, after all, Pope and 
Shaftesbury were sound in their optimism. But his Siitire probed the 
insufficiency of mankind in place after place, and there gradually rose 
in Swift, like an intoxication, a certainty of the vileness of the race. 
When he was quite convinced, madness was close upon him, but in the 
interval he wrote that sinister and incomparable masterpiece, Gulliver's 
Travels, in which misanthropy reaches the pitch of a cardinal virtue, and 
the despicable race of man is grossly and finally humiliated. 

Jonathan Swift (1667-1745) was born at 7 Hoey's Court, Dublin, on the Jonathan 
30th of November 1667, He was the posthumous son of Jonathan Swift, younger (1667-1745) 
son of Thomas Swift, vicar of Good- 
rich, near Ross, in Herefordshire, 
who had been, from January 1666 
to April 1667, Steward of the King's 
Inns in Dublin; his mother had 
been Abigail Erick of Leicester; the 
family of the Swifts came from 
Yorkshire, As Swift was always 
anxious to insist, he was an English- 
man except for the accident which 
made him born an Irishman. "1 
was a year old before I left Ireland, 
and to my sorrow did not die before 
I came back to it." To claim him 
as a Milesian, therefore, requires 
courage. Swift's return to England 
was abrupt ; he was kidnapped over 
to Whitehaven by a nurse who 
could not bear to part with him. 
Mrs. Swift does not seem to have 
been anxious about him, and he 
was perhaps at Whitehaven until, Joiuttluu Swift 

about 1671, she came over to her From Giorgi Virlvt' i En^raviag 

native town of Leicester. In 1673, 

at the age of six, Swift was sent to Kilkenny School, called the Eton of Ireland, 
where, in process of time, Congreve became his school fellow. He stayed at Kilkenny 
undl in April 1682 he was entered at Trinity College, Dublin. But, so he tells us, 
"by the ill-treatment of his nearest relations, he was so discouraged and sunk in 
his spirits that he loo mucb neglected his academic studies." In 1686 he was 
given a degree, but, " in a manner little to his credit," speciali gratia. He continued 
on at Trinity College, but was guilty of repeated irregularities and cynical reckless- 
ness of conduct ; on his twenty-first birthday he was severely punished and suspended 
from his degrees. Kut this marked the close of his academic career; in company 
with hosts of others, he fled to England after the Revolution of 1688, where his 
mother received him at Leicester. He was presently offered a situation in the family 
of Sir William Temple, who was a connection on the father's as well as on the 



240 HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE 

mother's side. Temple was now retired from diplomacy to his house, Moor Park, 
Farnham ; he does not seem to have discovered that his amanuensis was a 
man of genius. In May 1694 Swift left Temple in a fit of sudden anger, 
passed over into Ireland, and in October was ordained deacon ; he took priest's 
"orders in the following January. His quarrel with his kinsman and patron was, 
however, healed, and after an absence of exactly two years Swift returned to 
Moor Park. This was the approximate date of the first of Swift's mysterious 
relations with women; he left behind him in Ireland a "Varina" (Miss Waring), 
with whom he was in passionate correspondence. It is believed that Swift's 
second period of residence at Moor Park was happier than the first, and that 
Temple learned to value his strange inmate. Those who have condemned Sir 
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William have perhaps forgotten how much there was in his agreeable and culti- 
vated conversation which must have been far more attractive to Swift than what 
most country houses at that day could afford him. We find the latter already 
an invalid, but trying to combat ill-health by violent daily exercise. He was 
isolated; "I am often," he says, "two or three months without seeing anybody 
besides the family," but one member of this was Esther Johnson, the celebrated 
"Stella." Early in 1699 Temple died, and Swift sincerely mourned his loss. 
Meanwhile, in the retirement and obscurity of Moor Park, Swift had composed 
some astonishing things — the Tale of a Tub in 1696, the Battle of the Books in 
i6()7; his stiff attempts at the Pindaric Ode were earlier. He had been reading 
history and the classics with extreme eagerness and fulness. He was now in 
his thirty-second year, with a small inheritance from Temple, but with no 
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apparent means of income. After some disappointment, he accepted the post of 
chaplain to the Earl of Berkeley, who was just going over to Ireland ; he was 
under-sec re tary also, but immediately on reaching Dublin he found himself 
dismissed from this post, and he resigned the chaplaincy as well. Early in 1700 
he was given a group of livings and a prebend, the total revenues of all of which 
were sufficient for a single man to live upon in Ireland. He now finally broke off 
all relations with Varina, and came into closer connection with Stella, who had 
arrived at Dublin "with full resolution to engage him." Swift's duties now called 
him chiefly to his living of Laracor, in Meath, where he improved the house and 
garden, and even kept a curate, although the congregation was so small that 
it was here, having no audience but the clerk, that he opened the sen-ice with 
"Dearly beloved Roger, the Scripture moveth you and me." Five visits to 
London, covering in all some three years, broke 
up the monotony of Swift's Irish residence from 
1700 to 1710. In 1704 he published, in a single 
anonymous volume, the Tale of a Tub, The Battle 
of the Books, and some brief kindred treatises ; 
and this introduced him to the London wits, of 
whom he was already intimately known to Con- 
greve. His friendship with Addison and Steele 
dates from 1 705, and under this stimulus he wrote 
Baucis and PhiUmon and the facetious Partridge i 
tracts (1708), He saw his friends advance in ' 
the world, however, while he himself remained 
what he scornfully called a "hedge-parson." 
Already, since 1701, Swift had dabbled in 
politics, and had privately published, in the 
Whig interest, his brilliant Discourse . 

Esther Johnson ["SteUa") 



Dissensions in Athens and Rome. After : 



he found himself too high a churchman 
applaud \Vhig measures without reser\'e. It was probably the uncertain note 
which he sounded in such tracts as the Profect for the Advancement of Religion, 
which stood in the way of his promotion ; years passed and Swift got nothing, 
although in 1708 the bishopric of Walerford seemed within his reach. In 1709, 
after the failure of his negotiations to secure Queen Anne's Bounty for the Irish 
Church, Swift abandoned the \\'higs altogether, and returned to Laracor to sulk. 
He stayed a year and a half "in one scurvy acre of ground," until the Whigs were 
turned out of office in August 17 10. Swift hastened to London as soon as the 
news reached him, and he received civil attentions from the leaders of both parties. 
He was presented, "as a discontented person, who was ill-used for not being \\'hig 
enough," to the Tory leader, Harley, and was welcomed with flattering effusion. 
The Journal to Stella now begins, and for thirty months keeps us closely informed 
as to Swift's movements. Swift found himself " ten times better with the new people 
than he ever was with the old, and forty times more caressed." He began to write with 
vehement and effective wit in the 1 oiy Examiner. His tract on the Conduct of the 
Allies may plausibly be conceived as having brought about the fall of Marlborough, 
and early in 1712 Swift was at the height of his political and personal prestige. 
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He used it with generous pertinacity for the advantage of his personal friends, and 
especially of men of letters ; for himself he could do nothing. At last, in April 
17 13, Swift was appointed to be Dean of St. Patrick's; he saw he should get 
nothing better, and three months later, in great depression of spirits, he left for 
t A ^ Ml Dublin. The Tories 
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wanted his pen, and 
presently called him 
back, but when in 
May 1 7 14 he saw 
the quarrel between 
Harley (now Lord 
Oxford) and St. John 
(now Lord Boling- 
broke) to be hope- 
less, he withdrew to 
a rectory in Berk- 
shire, and wrote his 
brilliant pamphlet^ 
I^ree Thoughts upon 
the Present State of 
Affairs, But when 
Oxford fell in July, 
Swift refused to join 
Bolingbroke, nor was 






smce 

died and the Tories 
were "not so much 
ruined as annihi- 
lated." Swift, " like a 
man knocked down,*^ 
hastened to Dub- 
lin. Here, for some 
years, he lived an 
extremely quiet life ; 
" my amusements," 
he says, "are de- 
fending my small do- 
minions against the 
archbishop, and en- 
deavouring to reduce 
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my rebellious choir.'*" 

Pie had pushed now to intimacy an acquaintance with Miss Hester Vanhomrigh, 
"Vanessa," whom he had slightly known since 1708; the longest of Swift's poems, 
the Cadenus [Decanus] and Vanessa^ probably written in 17 14, tells the story of 
this unfortunate relationship. But on reaching Dublin, the influence of Stella 
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.mmediately began to supplant that of Vanessa, although the latter followed Swift 
to Ireland. But he began a strange, indeed a perfectly inexplicable, double 
subterranean life between these two unhappy women. There was a legend, uncon- 
firmed but undenied, that in 1716 he secretly married Stella; in 1723 Vanessa 
wrote to Stella to ask if this was true, and Swift, possessing himself of the letter, 
rode at once to Ceibridge, where Vanessa lived, flung the letter on the table without 

a word, and rode away. Very 
shortly afterwards Vanessa, who 
never recovered from tlie shock, 
died. Stella lived on until 
January 1728. In an envelope 
Swift preserved a lock of her 
hair, writing outside "Only a 
Wood'i Ha'pence woman's hair." All this busi- 

ness about A'arina, Stella, and 
Vanessa is wholly mysterious; we know no more than what Archbishop King is 
said to have told Delany, that Swift "was the most unhappy man on earth, but on 
the subject of his wretchedness you must never ask a question." As early as 1717 
he said to Young, " I shall die at the top," and he seems to have been always 
haunted by the fear of dying insane. To return to his public life. Swift was for 
six years silent both as an author and as a politician. In 1720 he published his 
earliest Irish pamphlet, an appeal to the people to consume none but Irish manu 
factures. This tract made a stir, but a far greater commotion was caused in 1724 
by the publication of The Drapiet's Letters, appealing with sarcastic vehemence 
against the proposed copper coinage of ^\'illiam Wood, a bankrupt hardwaresman ; 
these are the most brilliant of Swift's polemical writings. Walpole sent Carteret 
over to Dublin to make a compromise and to punish the anonymous Drapier. Swift 
went to Carteret's levee, and mocked him for persecuting a poor tradesman ; his own 
pseudonymity was preserved, Catieret failed, and 
the coinage of Wood was presented by the Grand 
Jury as a nuisance. This was the most brilliantly 
successful of Swift's political actions. He became 
the idol of Ireland, and when Walpole proposed 
to arrest him, he was told that a guard of 10,000 
men would be needful to get him safe out of the 
country. Swift was now already sketching the ' 
most famous of his books, but it was not until 
late in 1726 that Gulliver's Travels was ready for 

the press ; it was published under the pseudonym view of St Patrick's Cathedral 
of Captain Lemuel Gulliver, and as if edited by 

" Richard Sympson," Lemuel's cousin. After the death of Stella, Swift's cynicism 
became more pronounced. To 1729 belongs The Modest Proposal, that the children 
of poor people in Ireland should be prevented from being a burden to their parents or 
country by being served up as food. In 1731 he wrote his ama/ing poem On the 
Death of Dr. Swift. In these and similar writings, in prose and verse, we see " the 
corruptions and villanies of men" eating into Swift's flesh and exhausting his spirit 
He breathed in a dry furnace of irony and anger. In 1726 and 1727 he paid two short 
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visits to England, and saw Pope for the last time. In 1728, after Stella died, he went 
to Market Hill, and was the guest of Sir Arthur Acheson for nearly a year, glad to 
escape from that " wretched, dirty dog-hole and prison," as he called Dublin. The 
finest of his poems. On Poetry, a Jihapiody, belongs to 1733, and many of the 
sardonic bagatelles of these late years of his life have been preserved. He was 

extremely unhappy, and at- 
tempted more and more to 
escape by sheer nonsense 
from the bondage of his in- 
tolerable depression of spirits. 
The latest of his important 
works show, in astonishing 
combination, an inanity of 
theme with unflagging splen- 
dour of wit and intellectual 
movement ; these are The 
Polite Conversation and Di- 
rectio'is for Servants, strangest 
monuments of a genius already 
in decay. These appear to 
have been finished in 1738, 
and after this he grew to be 
but the shadow of himself. 
His intellect steadily declined, 
and after 1740 was almost 
wholly eclipsed. He suffered 
from deep dejection, and occa- 
sionally from violent insanity, 
but " as a rule he enjoyed the 
painlessness of torpor." He 
died, after a long succession 
of convulsions, on the 19th 
of October 1745, and was 
buried in St, Patrick's, where 
an epitaph still tells us that his 
Engraved Frontispiece to "Gulliver's Travels" grave is a place where cruel 

indignation has no longer 
power to lacerate the heart. His character, person, and writings have ever since 
been the objects of a curiosity which shows no signs of being either satisfied or 
exhausted. 

From "A T.\le of a Tub." 
1 am now trying an experiment very frequent among modern authors, which is 10 
write upon nothing ; when the subject is utterly exhausted, 10 let the pen still move 
on : by some called the gliost of wit, delighting to walk after the death of its body. 
And to say the truth, there seems to be no part of knowledge in fewer hands than that 
of discerning when to have done. By the time that an author has written out 3 book 
he and his readers are become old acquaintance, and grow very loth to part ; so that 
I have stmelimes known it to be in writing as in visiting, where the ceremony of taking 
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leave has employed more time than the whole conversation before. The conclusion 
of a treatise resembles the conclusion of human life, which has sometimes been com- 
pared to the end of a feast, where few are satisfied to depart, ut plenus 'uiia convivaj 
for men will sit down after the fullest meal, though it be only to doze or to sleep out 
the rest of the day. But in this latter I differ extremely from other writers ; and shall 
be too proud if, by all my labours, I can have anyways contributed to the repose of 
mankind in times so turbulent and ^^^ 
unquiet as these. Neither do I 
think such an employment so very 
alien from the office of a wit as some 
would suppose. For among a very 
]X)lite nation in Greece, there were 
the same temples built and conse- 
crated to Sleep and the Muses ; 
between which two deities they be- 
lieved the strictest friendship was 
established. 
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From "The Battle of 
THE Books." 

I am glad, answered the bee, to 
hear you grant at least that I am 
come honestly by my wings and my 
voice ; for then, it seems, I am 
obliged to Heaven alone for my 
flights and my music ; and Provi- 
dence would never have bestowed 
on me two such gifts, without de- 
signing them for the noblest ends. 
I visit indeed all the flowers and 
blossoms of the field and garden ; 
but whatever I collect thence en- 
riches myself, without the least 
injury to their beauty, their smell, 
or their taste. Now, for you and 
your skill in architecture and other 
mathematics, I have little to say ; 
in that building of yours there might, 
for aught I know, have been labour 
and method enough ; but, by woeful 
experience for us both, it is too plain 
the materials are naught ; and I 
hope you will henceforth take warn- 
ing, and consider duration and 
matter, as well as method and art. 
You boast indeed of being obliged 
to no other creature, but of drawing 
and spinning out all from yourself; Title-page of First Edition of "Gulliver's Travels" 
that is to say, if we may judge of 

the liquor in the vessel by what issues out, you possess a good plentiful store of dirt and 
poison in your breast ; and, though I would by no means lessen or disparage your genuine 
stock of either, yet I doubt you are somewhat obliged, for an increase of both, to a little 
foreign assistance. Your inherent portion of dirt does not fail of acquisitions, by sweepings 
exhaled from below ; and one insect furnishes you with a share of poison to destroy 
another. So that, in short, the question comes all to this ; whether is the nobler being 
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of the two, that which, by a lazy contemplation of four inches round, by an overween- 
ing pride, feeding and engendering on itself, turns all into excrement and venom, pro- 

f U^ C^, tC/h ^ t€. fi<^<r^ »^ 




«^«- ^t^vx^Zi fr> c^ Jig- fff /i-rf{/h -V^J 

A Page of the MS. of "GulUver's Travels" 

ducing nothing at all but flybane and a cobweb ; or that which, by a universal range, 
with long search, much study, true judgment, and distinction of things, brings home 
honey and wax. 
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Essay on a Broomstick. 

This single stick, which you now behold ingloriously lying in that neglected comer, 
I once knew in a flourishing state in a forest : it was full of sap, full of leaves, and full 
of boughs ; but now, in vain does the busy art of man pretend to vie with nature, by 
tying that withered bundle of twigs to its sapless trunk : it is now, at best, but the 
reverse of what it was, a tree turned upside down, the branches on the earth, and the 
root in the air ; it is now handled by every dirty wench, condemned to do her drudger}', 
and, by a capricious kind of fate, destined to make other things clean, and be nasty 
itself: at length, worn to the stumps in the service of the maids, it is either thrown out 
of doors, or condemned to the last use, of kindling a fire. When I beheld this I sighed, 
and said within myself. Surely man is a broomstick ! Nature sent him into the world 
strong and lusty, in a thriving condition, wearing his own hair on his head, the proper 
branches of this reasoning vegetable, until the axe of intemperance has lopped off his 
green boughs, and left him a withered trunk : he then flies to art, and puts on a periwig, 
valuing himself upon an unnatural bundle of hairs (all covered with powder), that never 
grew on his head ; but now, should this our broomstick pretend to enter the scene, 
proud of those birchen spoils it never bore, and all covered with dust, though the sweep- 
ings of the finest lady's chamber, we should be apt to ridicule and despise its vanity. 
Partial judges that we are of our own excellences and other men's defaults ! 

But a broomstick, perhaps you will say, is an emblem of a tree standing on its head ; 
and pray what is man, but a topsy-turvy creature, his animal faculties perpetually 
mounted on his rational, his head where his heels should be, grovelling on the earth ! 
and yet, with all his faults, he sets up to be a universal reformer and corrector of abuses, 
a remover of grievances, rakes into every slut's comer of nature, bringing hidden cor- 
ruption to the light, and raises a mighty dust where there was none before ; sharing 
deeply all the while in the very same pollutions he pretends to sweep away ; his last 
days are spent in slavery to women, and generally the least deserving ; till, worn out to 
the stumps, like his brother besom, he is either kicked out of doors, or made use of to 
kindle fiames for others to warm themselves by. 

Conversation. 

Raillery is the finest part of conversation ; but, as it is our usual custom to counter- 
feit and adulterate whatever is too dear for us, so we have done with this, and tumed 
it all into what is generally called repartee, or being smart, just as when an expensive 
fashion comes up, those who are not able to reach it content themselves with some 
paltry imitation. It now passes for raillery to run a man down in discourse, to put 
him out of countenance, and make him ridiculous ; sometimes to expose the defects of 
his person or understanding ; on all which occasions, he is obliged not to be angry, to 
avoid the imputation of not being able to take a jest. It is admirable to observe one 
who is dexterous at this art, singling out a weak adversary, getting the laugh on his 
side, and then carr>'ing all before him. The French, from whence we borrow the word, 
have a quite different idea of the thing, and so had we in the politer age of our fathers. 
Raillery was to say something that at first appeared a reproach or reflection, but, by 
some turn of wit, unexpected and surprising, ended always in a compliment, and to the 
advantage of the person it was addressed to. And surely one of the best rules in con- 
versation is, never to say a thing which any of the company can reasonably wish we 
had rather left unsaid : nor can there anything be well more contrary to the ends for 
which people meet together, than to part unsatisfied with each other or themselves. 

Swift declared that if the world had contained a dozen Arbuthnots 
Gullivet^s Travels should have been burned. The charming physician was 
not only one of the very few persons whom Swift respected, but of his 
own generation the first to come completely under his literary influence. 
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If we take the lash out of the style of Swift, we have that of Johm 
Arbuthnot, who can often hardly be distinguished from his friend and 
master. Without personal ambition of any kind, no vanity deterred 
Arbuthnot from frankly adopting, as closely as he could, the manner of 
the man whom he admired the most. As he was a perfectly sane and 
normal person, with plenty of wit and accomplishment, and without a 
touch of misanthropy, Arbuthnot served to popularise and to bring into 
general circulation the peculiar characteristics of Swift, and to reconcile 
him with his contemporaries. 

John John Arbuthnot {1667-1735) was bom in April 1667, at Arbuthnot, in 

(i667-:7r) Kincardineshire; his father was a clergyman of the Episcopal Church. He was 

educated at Aberdeen, probably 
in Marischa! College. At the 
Revolution, his father lost his 
preferment, and the family was 
broken up. Arbuthnot took his 
degree of bachelor of physic at 
St. Andrews, and came in 1691 
to London. There he is said 
to have lodged with a woollen- 
draper, and to have taught 
mathematics for a living. In the 
autumn of 1694 he went, as a 
fellow-commoner, to University 
College, Oxford, where he stayed 
two years, but took his degree of 
M.D. in 1696, at St. Andrews. 
At Oxford he acted as private 
tutor to Edward Jeffreys, eldest 
son of JeflVey Jeffreys, afterwards 
Sir Jeffrey; without some support 
of this kind he would have been 
too poor to go to Oxford, All 
Arbuthnot's early publications 
were on mathematical subjects, 

, . . . ,. . and he seems to have been but 

John Arlnithnot 
Afiir ihi Portrait by Chi.rl« Jirva, ^^^ slowly successful as a physi- 

cian. Ho was so fortunate, how- 
ever, as to be suddenly called in to attend Prince George of Denmark in a serious 
illness, and to treat him successfully. In consequence, Arbuthnot was, in October 
1705, appointed Physician Extraordinary to Queen Anne, and he now rose steadily 
in emoluments and scientific reputation. About 1710 he began to move in the little 
circle of wits which moved around Pope, Gay, and Swift, and something in Arbuthnot'a 
temper and character particularly recommended him to the last^nientioned. Hitherto 
Arbuthnot had been looked somewhat askance upon by the leaders of his own 
profession, but having in 1709 been made Physician in Ordinary to the Queen, he 
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was elected Fellow of the College of Physicians in 1 7 1 o. It was in 1 7 1 2 that, urged 
by Swift, Arbuthnot published the two anonymous tracts on which his fame as a 
satirical writer is mainly founded, Law is a Bottomless Pit^ and John Bull in his 
Senses. These, with other treatises of the same year, were reprinted together as The 
History of John Bull^ long attributed to Swift. Arbuthnot never admitted that the 
authorship was his, and we should still be in doubt, had not Swift happened to 
make an explicit statement on the subject when writing to Stella. To 17 12 also 
belongs the Pseudologia Politike^ or Art of Political Lying. Arbuthnot was one of 
the original members of the Scriblerus Club, and he was busily engaged on the 
Memoirs of Martinus Scriblerus when Queen Anne died. This event w^as a 
severe blow to Arbuthnot, and he went to Paris, in the hope, it would appear, 
of becoming physician to the young French king. In this he was disappointed, 
and reappeared in London, where he took a house in Dover Street, St. James% 
and devoted himself to private practice. In 1717 he joined Pope and Gay in 
writing the comedy of Three Hours after Marriage, He went to France again 
in 1 7 18. In 1727 he was appointed Harveian Orator. Arbuthnot suffered from 
chronic asthma, which gave him more and more persistent discomfort, and 
towards the end of his life he gave particular attention to the causes and the 
mitigation of this disease. In 1732 was printed, in the Gentleman^ s Magazine^ his 
sardonic epitaph on Colonel Charteris ; this brilliant piece of invective, which was 
hugely admired, was said to "shine like the moon among the lesser fires" of wit in 
the age of Anne. In the hope of obtaining relief from his asthma and dropsy, 
Arbuthnot retired in 1734 to Hampstead, where he suffered so much that, in reply 
to an affectionate letter from Pope, he declared " the kindest wish of my friends is a 
euthanasia." He was taken back, for greater comfort, to his house in Cork Street, 
Burlington Gardens, where he died on the 27th of February 1735, ^^^ ^'^ buried 
in St. James's Church, Piccadilly. The writings of Arbuthnot were cast forth so 
carelessly, and, with unimportant exceptions, with so little indication of author- 
ship, that he is perhaps of all eminent English writers the one about whose 
bibliography the greatest obscurity prevails. 

England and Scotland. 

John [Bull] had a sister, a poor girl that had been starved at nurse ; anybody 
would have guessed Miss to have been bred up under the influence of a cruel step-dame 
and John to be the fondling of a tender mother. John looked ruddy and plump, with 
a pair of cheeks like a trumpeter ; Miss looked pale and wan, as if she had the 
green-sickness ; and no wonder, for John was the darling, he had all the good bits, 
was crammed with good pullet, chicken, pig, goose and capon ; while Miss had only 
a little oatmeal and water, or a dry crust without butter. John had his golden 
pippins, peaches and nectarines ; poor Miss a crab-apple, sloe, or a blackberry. Master 
lay in the best apartment, with his bed-chamber toward the south sun. Miss lodged 
in a garret exposed to the north wind, which shrivelled her countenance ; however, 
this usage, tho' it stunted the girl in her growth, gave her a hardy constitution ; she 
had life and spirit in abundance, and knew when she was ill-used : now and then 
she would seize upon John's commons, snatch a leg of a pullet, or a bit of good beef, 
for which they were sure to go to fisticuffs. Master was indeed too strong for her, 
but Miss would not yield in the least point, but even when Master got her down, 
she would scratch and bite like a tiger ; when he gave her a cuff on the ear, she 
would prick him with her knitting-needle. 
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Swift would have been well content to be named with Arbuthnot^ 
but to find Mandeville's works bracketed with his own would have given 
him a paroxysm of indignation. Yet they were really so closely allied 
in some essentials of thought that it is natural to regard them together. 
Bernard de Mandeville was a misanthropical Dutch doctor settled in 
London, who attacked the optimism of Shaftesbury in a coarse but highly 
effective and readable volume called The Fable of the Bees. For twenty 
years after this he was a pariah of the English press, writing odious^ 
vulgar, extremely intelligent books, in which he extended his paradoxical 
thesis that private vices are public benefits. Mandeville was a daring 
thinker, who permitted no traditional prejudice, no habit of decency, to 
interfere with the progression of his ideas. He was by far the ablest of 
the English deists, and though all the respectability of his time drew 
away from him, and, like the Grand Jury of Middlesex, voted him a public 
nuisance, he was not without his very distinct influence on the progress 
of English literature. He was an emancipator of thought, a rude and 
contemptuous critic of the conventions. In himself base and ugly — for 
all his writings reveal a gross individuality — the brute courage of Mande- 
ville helped English speculation to slip from its fetters. His style is 
without elegance, but, what is strange in a foreigner, of a remarkable 
homeliness and picturesque vigour. 

Bernard de Bernard de Mandeville (1669?-! 733) was the son of a Dutch doctor^ 

r*?^?^'^'^ \ ^^'c^^^l ^^ Mandeville, and was born at Dortrecht, as is supposed, in 1669. 

His father was a successful practitioner in Rotterdam, and Bernard was educated 
there ; he left the Erasmus School for the University in the autumn of 1685. 
He took his degree as a physician at Leyden in 169 1. We hear nothing more of 
him for fourteen years, when he appears in London, writing English with complete 
fluency, and publishing a poem, The Gmmbiing Hive, in which the nucleus of 
Mandeville's philosophy is already discovered. He must have come over to 
London to make his fortune, and he received a pension from certain Dutch 
merchants, probably in the spirit trade, for he is said to have been " hired by the 
distillers." With these obscure dealings in the liquor business he combined the 
practice of a doctor, but never achieved much success. In 17 14 he republished 
his poem, with a very full commentary, called An Inquiry tnto the Origin of 
Moral Virtue, and notes; and styled the whole thing 7 he Fabie of the Bees; or 
Private Vices Public Benefits, Little notice was taken, until, in 1723, what was 
practically a third edition appeared, much enlarged, with an essay on charity 
schools. The public now woke up to the insidious attacks of the Dutch doctor, 
and to his cynical system of utilitarian immorality. The Grand Jury of Middlesex 
presented the book as a nuisance, and it was attacked in the press and the pulpit. 
The Fable of the Bees enjoyed the compliment of refutation on all sides, and 
among those who devoted serious pains to the composition of replies were no 
less persons than Berkeley, Hutcheson, Law, and Dennis. Mandeville, in the 
zeal of disputation, said that he would destroy his book if it were proved to be 
immoral, and there was circulated a story to the effect that he did solemnly bum 
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it on a bonfire before St. James's Palace in 1728. He denied this tale with 
indignation, and The Fable of the BreSy in spite of (or on account of) the count- 
less attacks which were made against it, was steadily reprinted for half a century. 
The heresies of Mandeville were plausible, and were put forward in a bold, 
attractive form. He believed that extravagant private expenditure led to private 
wealth, and that the spendthrift was a benefactor. He thought that the "private 
vices" of mankind, the indulgence of evil desires, was of general advantage to 
the world. Whether in arguing that virtue was a mere fallacy, and that human 

nature was hopelessly and radically bad, .^ 

Mandeville was partly serious, or was wholly 
enjoying the jest of mocking at the optimism 
of Shaftesbury, is uncertain. He was certainly 
a coarse, clear-eyed person, of great acumen 
and no delicacy, who saw, faintly and imper- 
fectly, many of the discoveries of later science, 
which were not dreamed of by his contempo- 
raries. It is remarkable that while all decent 
people still affected to be shocked by the 
immoral paradoxes of Mandeville, Dr. Johnson 
had the candour to admit that The Fable of 
the Bees had "opened his views into real life 
very much." Johnson also admired a medical 
treatise of Mandeville's on hypochondria, which 
appeared first in 17 11, and was often reprinted. 
In 1725 the Dutch doctor published an Inquiry 
into the Causes of the Frequent Jixecutions in 
Tyburn^ a very picturesque volume, .the best 
written of his works. Some of the books he 
published were of a class which gave his 
enemies juster occasion for scandal than TJie 
Fable of the Bees, but he was left untroubled. 
Franklin, when he came to England in 1724, 
found Mandeville the " soul " of a tavern club, 
and describes him as "a most entertaining, 
facetious companion." Lord Macclesfield enjoyed his conversation, which was ap- 
parently of the same paradoxical character as his writings. Why Mandeville came 
to England, and how he learned to write English with such perfect mastery, will 
probably never be known. No portrait of him is supposed to exist. 

If the great ones of the clergy, as well as the laity, of any country whatever 
had no value for earthly pleasures, and did not endeavour to gratify their appetites, 
why are envy and revenge so raging among them, and all the other passions improved 
and refined upon in courts of princes more than anywhere else ; and why are their 
repasts, their recreations, and whole manner of living, always such as are approved 
of, coveted, and imitated by the most sensual people of the same country.^ If de- 
spising all visible decorations, they were only in love with the embellishments of 
the mind, why should they borrow so many of the implements, and make use of the 
most darling toys, of the luxurious? Why should a lord treasurer, or a bishop, or 
even a Grand Signior, or the Pope of Rome, to be good and virtuous, and endeavour 
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the conquest of his passions, have occasion for greater revenues, richer fumiiure, or 
a more numerous attendance as to personal service, than a private man? What 
virtue is it the exercise of which requires so much pomp and superfluity as are to be 
seen by all men in power? A man has as much opportunity to practise temperance 
that has but one dish at a meal, as he that is constantly served wiih three courses 
and a dozen dishes in each. One may exercise as much patience and be as full of 
self-denial on a few flocks, without curtains or tester, as in a velvet bed that is 
sixteen foot high. The virtuous fwssessions of the mind are neither charge nor 
burden : a man may bear misfortunes with fortitude in a garret, forgive injuries 
afoot, and be chaste, though he has not a shirt to his back ; and therefore I shall 
never believe but that an indifferent skulker, if he was entrusted with it, might carry 
all the learning and religion ihal one man can contain, as well as a barge with six 
oars, especially if it was but to cross from Lambeth to Westminster; or that humility 
is so ponderous a virtue that it requires six horses lo draw it. 

Another writer who was kept outside the sacred ring of the Anne wits 
was Dan'IEL Defoe, who comes in certain aspects close to Mandeville, 

but has a far wider range 
and variety. Several dis- 
similar writers are com- 
bined in Defoe, all, with 
one exception, of a pedes- 
trian and common-place 
character. He was in his 
earlier years the very type 
of what was called " a hack- 
ney author," that is to say, 
a man of more skill than 
principle, who let out his 
pen for hire, ready at his 
best to support the Minis- 
try with a pamphlet, af his 
worst to copy documents 
for stationers or lawyers. 
In these multifarious exer- 
cises Defoe was as copious 
as any journalist of our own 
time, and for a quarter of 
Daniel Defoe ^ Century had a very large 

share in the miscellaneous 
writing of the day. The literary character which these humdrum produc- 
tions illustrate seems to have been far from fascinating. All that we can 
praise in this Defoe of the pamphlets and journals is industry and a sort 
of lucid versatility. He was a factor in the vulgarisation of English, and 
he helped, in no small measure, to create a correct, easy, not ungraceful 
style for common use in the eighteenth century. 

But as he approached the age of sixty, Defoe suddenly appeared in a 
new light, as the inaugurator of a new school of English prose fiction. 
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In 1719 he published the immortal romance of Robinson Crusoe, Every- 
thing which had been written earlier than this in the form of an English 
novel faded at once into insignificance before the admirable sincerity 
and reality of this relation. It is difhcult to conjecture what it was that 
suggested to the veteran drudge this extraordinary departure, so perfectly 
fresh, spirited, and novel. 
The idea of the European 
sailor marooned on an oceanic 
island had been used in 1713 
by Marivaux in his novel of 
Les Effets Surprenants, but 
there is no further similarity 
of treatment. In his later 
picaresque romances Defoe 
is manifestly influenced by 
Le Sage, but Robinson Crusoe 
can scarcely be traced to 
French or Spanish models. 
It was an invention, a great, 
unexpected stroke of British 
genius, and it was immedi- 
ately hailed as such by the 
rest of Europe. It was one 
of the first English books 
which was widely imitated on 
the Continent, and it gave 
direction and impetus to the 
new romantico-realislic con- 
ception of fiction all over the 
world. The French, indeed, 
followed Defoe more directly 
than the English themselves, 
and his most obvious disciples 
are Provost, Rousseau, and 
Bernardin de Saint-Pierre. It 
was in his Entile, where he 

prefers Defoe as an educator Title.p«Ee of "Robiaaou Crusoe." Fir.t Edition, 1719 
to Aristotle, Pliny, or BufFon, 

that Rousseau finally drew the full admiration of Europe upon Robinson 
Crusoe. In England, however, the bourgeois romances of Defoe long 
remained without influence and without prestige, widely read indeed, but 
almost furtively, as vulgar literature fit for the kitchen and the shop. 

Daniel Foe, who'called himself in later life Defoe (1661-1731), was the son 
of a Northamptonshire butcher, of the name of Foe, settled at the time of the writer's 
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birth, in St. Giles', Cripplegate. The butcher *as a dissenter, and intended his 
son for the ministry ; he seems to have been at a Nonconformist training college 
on Newington Green from 1675 to 1680. He gave up the idea of becoming a 
minister, but his career is vague to us until 1685, when we find him engaged in 
the wholesale hosiery business in a court leading out of Comhill. He went abroad 
occasionally, sometimes certainly to Spain ; but his trade failed, and in 1691, being 
bankrupt, he had to fly his creditors. About this lime he seems to have published 
the earliest of his innumerable pamphlets. We hear of him at Bristol, where he 
was called "The Sunday Gentleman," because he dared not face the bailiffs on 
week-days; and the next thing is thai, for no apparent reason, he is appointed, in 
1694, Accountant to the Glass Commissioners. This enabled him, perhaps, to [wy 
his debts, and he started a factory for bricks and pantiles at Tilbury, which for a 
while was highly successful. Defoe now kept a coach and a private yacht. His post 
under Government was probably a mere decoy for the work of a mercenary jour- 
^'-^,. nalist, and we find Defoe 

__ ^^i^' J^^- - , beginning to use his active 

pen in the King's service. 
It was probably under direc- 
tion from the court that 
he now separated from the 
Nonconformists in his Occa- 
sional Conformity of 1698. 
In the year 1701 he first 
adopted the surname Defoe, 
and engaged with fervour 
in a national, royal, and Pro- 
testant propaganda. His 
first great popular success 
was with the rough and 
daring satire in verse, The 
Defoe's Houie «t Stoke Newioftaa True-Born Englishman, in 

which he hammered into his 
countrymen some hard facts. This " poem " sold to the amount of 80,000 copies, and 
Defoe was presented to the King. He was now, at the age of forty, a famous man, or 
at least a very popular one, but the death of William III. in 1701 was unfortunate for 
him. He wrote recklessly and vaguely, in prose and verse, and at last he scandal- 
ised all parties by his grotesque and ironical Shortest IVay with the Dissenters (j-jo^,). 
Defoe fled, but presently determined to surrender; he was found guilty of sedi- 
tious libel, and had his famous experience of the pillory. Pope, however, was not 
warranted in saying that Defoe stood "earless" or "unabashed," and the populace 
flung posies of flowers about him and drank enthusiastically in his honour at the 
foot of the pillory. He was taken to Newgate Prison, where he lay until the follow- 
ing summer, when he was released to be used for secret service by the Government. 
While he was imprisoned, he wrote as usual incessantly, and published a very 
remarkable newspaper, the Review, of which he wrote the whole himself; under 
several forms, this influential periodical continued to appear until 1715, all the 
time supporting whatever Ministry "Her Majesty was pleased to employ." All 
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the central portion of Defoe's life has little relation to literature, and is so exces- 
sively obscure that there was no thread to guide the investigator through it, until 
Mr. William Lee published the result of his exhaustive researches in 1869. It is 
now known that Defoe did not withdraw from journalism in 1715, as was long 
supposed, but continued to edit and contribute to newspapers until 1726. In many 
ways Defoe may justly be 
considered as the founder of 
modem journalism, in its good 
as well as in its bad features. 
In the course of catering for 
his newspapers, Defoe inter 
viewed with impartiality a sur- 
prising variety of persons, and 
became familiar with their 
modes of life and language ; 
he thus prepared himself for 
his later and far more import- 
ant work as an author. As 
early as 1706, in The Appari- 
tion of Mrs. Veal, he wove 
reality into a kind of natural- 
istic fiction. But his boldest 
and more original work in this 
line was not begun until he 
was approaching his sixtieth 
year. In 1719 Defoe pub- 
lished his celebraled romance 
of Robinson Crusoe, the first 
of its class in English literature. 
This was founded on a report 
of the adventures of a certain 
Alexander Selkirk (or Selcraig), 
who had been marooned on 
Juan Fernandez. The instant 
success of this wonderful book 

revealed to Defoe the fact lllortrmUon to "RoImmou Crusoe " 

that he had struck, as by 

accident, on a rich lode of gold. Perhaps he had already composed otner stories 
of this kind, for the almost simultaneous appearance of three such long novels as 
Mr. Duncan Campbtll, Captain Singleton, and (perhaps) Memoirs of a Cavalier, all 
printed in 1720, is hardly lo be accounted for except on the theory that the MSS. 
of them were already partly in existence when Robinson Crusoe became famous. 
These novels of Defoe's old age continued to appear with startling rapidity; 
before the end of 1712, Moll Flanders, The Plague Year, and Colonel Jack were 
added to the list. Jioxana, the latest of his important romances, belongs to 1724. 
An innate vulgarity curiously characteristic, for all its genius, of the mind of Defoe, 
appears unabashed in his doubtless ironical Complete English Tradesman of 1725-7, 
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which had a very considerable influence on its multitude of readers, but the bent of 
which, as Charles Lamb has justly said, is "to narrow and to degrade the heart." 
The composition of all these books was very lucrative, and Defoe retired to Newing- 
ton, then a rural village, and built himself there a handsome house. Here he culti- 
vated a large garden, wrote 
and studied, and enjoyed the 
society of "three lovely 
daughters." He had two 
sons, who were not quite 
sat is factor)'. The second of 
these sons seems to ha\'e 
borne some part in the pain- 
ful exposure of Defoe, which 
occurred in 1726, when his 
connection with the Govern- 
ment, which had been kept 
absolutely dark from even 
his closest associates, became 
known. Defoe was much 
attacked, and proiiably suf- 
fered even in his pocket ; 
" the old man cannot trouble 
you long," he meekly re- 
sponded. In 1729, it is im- 
possible to tell why, he had 
to disappear from his house 
in Newington, and hid him- 
self in the neighbourhood 
of Greenwich, holding mys- 
terious intercourse with his 
family. He complained of 
"a perjured, contemptible 
enemy," and he transferred 
his Newington estate to an- 
other name. He was, in all 
lUustmticHi by ThomM StotUrd to "Robinson Crusoe" probability, still hiding from 

real or imaginary foes when 
death found him, on the a6th of April 1731, in a lodging in Ropemakers' Alley, 
Moorfields. It has been suggested, as a conjectural explanation of all this mystery, 
that he had become the victim of senile and insane delusions. 

From "Robinson Crusoe." 
During the long time that Friday has now been with me, and that he began 
to speak to me, and understand me, I was not wanting to lay a foundation of 
religious knowledge in his mind i particularly I asked him one time who made him? 
The poor creature did not understand me at all, but thought I had aaked who was 
his father ; but I took it by another handle, and asked him who made the sea, the 
ground we walked on, and the hills, and woods ; he told me it was one Old 
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Benainuckee, that lived beyond all. He could describe nothing of this great person, 
but that he was very old ; much older, he said, than the sea, or the land ; than the 
moon, or the stars : I asked him then, if this old person had made all things, why did 
not all things worship him ; he looked very grave, and with a perfect look of inno- 
cence, said, "All things do say O to him." I asked him if the people who die in 
his country went away 
anywhere ; he said yes, 
they all went to Bena- 
muckee ; then I asked 
him whether these they 
eat up went thither too, 
he said yes. 

From these things, 
I began to instruct him 
in the knowledge of 
the true God : I told 
him that the great 
Maker of all things 
lived up there, pointing 
up towards heaven ; 
that He governs the 
world by the same 
power and providence 
by which He had made 
it ; Ihat He was onini- 
potent, could do every- 
thing for us, give 
everything to us, take 
everything from us ; 
and thus by degrees 1 
opened his eyes. He 
listened with great .at- 
tention, and received 
with pleasure the no- 
tion of Jesus Christ 
being sent to redeem 
us, and of the manner 
of making our prayers 
to God, and His being 
able to hear us, even 
into heaven ; he told 
me one day, that if our 
God could hear us up 
beyond the sun. He 
must needs be a greater 
God than their Bena- 
muckee, who lived but 

a little way off, and yet "ouae where Defoe met Selkirit 

could not hear till they From Wrigbfs " Lift 0/ Dtfot" 

went up to the great 

mountains where he dwelt, to speak to him. I asked him if ever he went thither 
to speak to him ; he said no, they never went that were young men ; none went 
thither but the old men, whom he called their Oowocakee, that is, as I made him 
explain it to me, their religious or clet^, and Ihat they went to say O (so he called 
saying prayers), and then came back, and told them what Benamuckee said ; by 
this I observed, that there is priestcraft, even amongst the most blinded ignorant 

VOL, III. R 
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Pajj^ans in the world ; and ihe policy of making a secret religion, in order to 

presen'e the veneration of the people to the clergy, is not only lo be found in the 

Roman, but perhaps among all religions in the world, even among ihe most brutish 
and barbarous savages. 

With Defoe and Mandeviile we have strayed outside the inner circle 
of Queen Anne wits. We return to its centre in speaking of Bohng- 
broke and Berkeley. With the progress of criticism, however, the relative 

value of these two typical 
eighteenth-century names is 
being slowly but decisively 
reversed. The fame of 
BOLINGBROKE, once so uni- 
versal, has dwindled to a 
mere shadow. He lives as 
an individual, not any longer 
as a writer. His diiftise and 
pompous contributions to 
the istical philosophy are now 
of interest mainly as ex- 
emplifying several of the 
faults of decaying classi- 
cism — its empty rhetoric, its 
vapid diction, its slipshod, 
inconsistent reasoning. In 
fact, if Bolingbroke de- 
mands mention here, it is 
mainly as a dreadful ex- 
ample, as the earliest author 
in which the school which 
culminated in Pope, Addi- 
son, and Swift is seen to 
have passed its meridian 
Henry St John, Viscount Bolingbroke and to be declining. The 

Afur thi Portrait hy Rigaud Cardinal defect of classicism 

was to be its tendency to 
hollowness, to intellectual insincerity and partisanship, and this defect 
is so clearly exposed in Bolingbroke that we read him no longer. 

jZ?^'' Henry St John, Viscount Bolingbroke (1678-1751), was the son of 

\ihi%-\rii) ^i"" ^'^"'■>' St- J"'^" -^^^ of" I'is wife, a daughter of the Earl of Warwick, and 

«as born in London in October 1678. He was educated at Eton and at Christ 
Church, Oxford ; he married at the age of twenty-two, entered Parliament, and 
was Secretary for \Wx at twenty-six. He was raised to the peerage in 1712, and 
in 1714 threw in his lot with the Pretender. It was not until 1713 that he 
made peace with the Knglish court and resumed political life. Most of his 
later life was spent in I-'rance. Bolingbroke died in London on the iJth of 
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December 1751, His Iiterar>' life is of insignificant interest in comparison with 
the record of his political adventures. His Disstrfaiion on Parties appeared in 
book-form in 1735, and the famous Leiltr to Sir William Wyniham, originally 
written in 1716, was posthumous, 1753, Tht Idea of a Patriot King bears no 
date, but was probably issued in 1735. 

The opposite fate has rewarded the clear and starry genius of 
George Berkeley. In his own day respected, but not highly re- 
garded as a writer, he 
has gradually so strength- 
ened his hold upon us by 
the purity of his taste, 
that in an age of pre- 
dominance in prose we 
regard hirn as a master. 
In spite of Shaflesbury, 
Berkeley is the greatest 
English thinker between 
Locke and Hume, and as 
a pure metaphysician he 
is perhaps without a rival. 
His person and his char- 
acter were as charming as 
his gefiius, and when he 
came up to London for 
the first time in 1713 
he conquered all hearts. 
Pope expressed every- 
body's conviction when 
he declared that there had 
been given "to Berke- 
ley every virtue under 
heaven," He had at that 
time already circulated 
his curious hypothesis 

of phenomenalism, his George Berkeley 

theory that what we see Afur thi Ponraii fy John Smibtrt 

and touch is only a sym- 
bol of what is spiritual and eternal — that nothing is, but only seems to be. 
His writings, long pondered and slowly produced, culminated in 1744 in 
the brilliant and paradoxical treatise on the merits of tar-water, which was 
afterwards called Siris, 

Locke had almost removed philosophy outside the confines of 
literature ; Shaflesbury had shown that the philosopher could be elegant, 
florid, and illustrative ; it remained for Berkeley to place it for a moment 
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on the level of poetry itself. There had, perhaps, been written in 
English no prose so polished as that of Berkeley. Without languor or 
insipidity, with a species of quiet, unstrained majesty, Berkeley achieved 
the summit of a classic style. No student of the age of Anne should 
fail to study that little volume of dialogues which Berkeley issued under 
the title of Hylas and Philonous. It belongs to the annus mirabilis 1713, 
when Pope, Swift, Arbuthnot, Addison, Steele, were all at the brilliant 
apex of their genius, and when England had suddenly combined to 
present such a galaxy of literary talent as was to be matched, or even 
approached, nowhere on the Continent of Europe. 

George Georgc Berkeley (1685-1753) was the son of William Berkeley, of Thomas- 

Berkeley xo\in in County Kilkenny, where he was bom on the 12th of March 1685. 

When he was eleven years of age, he was sent to the famous grammar-school 
of Kilkenny, and four years later (March 1700) he entered Trinity College, 
Dublin. He distinguished himself in his studies, particularly in Greek, mathe- 
matics, and metaphysics, and in 1707 w^as elected fellow and tutor of his 
college. His earliest technical works belong to the same year. Berkeley now 
took holy orders. As early as 1705, and apparently without external influence 
of any kind, he had developed his famous theory of the non-existence of matter, 
and in 1709 he attempted to expound it in his Essay towards a Aew Theory of 
Vision; this was followed in 17 10 by the Treatise concerning the Principles of 
Human Knowledge, He pushed his metaphysical refinements still further in his 
Dialogues between Hylas and JPhilonous, in which he expressly asserts that the 
external existence of matter cannot be proved by all our senses united. He came 
to England in January 17 13 for the purpose of printing this book, and was 
warmly welcomed in London literary society, his avowed object being "to make 
acquaintance with men of merit, rather than to engage the interests of those in 
power." He became the close friend of Swift, Pope, Arbuthnot, and Steele, and 
arrived in time to sit in Addison's box at the first performance of Cato, Every- 
body was charmed with Berkeley, and even Atterbury, from whom compliments 
were not easily wrung, said that "so much understanding, so much knowledge^ 
so much innocence, and so much humility, I did not think had been the portion 
of any but angels, till I saw this gentleman." After some brilliant months in 
London, Berkeley was recommended by Swift to the Earl of Peterborough, who 
took him as chaplain on his embassy to the King of Sicily in November 17 13. 
Pie spent ten months in Italy and France, and after a while passed in Tendon, 
spent his time mainly in Italy until 1720. During these years he published 
nothing; but in 172 1, after the bursting of the South Sea Bubble, he issued an 
appeal for moderate expenditure and simplicity of life, called An Essay towards 
Preventing the Puin of Great Britain. He went back to Dublin, being made 
lecturer in Divinity and in Greek to his college, and chaplain to the Lord Lieu- 
tenant. In 1723 he was lifted above financial anxiety by the sum of ;;^4ooo 
being left him by Swift's " Vanessa," who, however, had never spoken to Berkeley. 
In May 1724 he received a fresh addition to his fortune in the rich deanery of 
Derry. But no sooner was Berkeley settled there than he began to form the 
project of founding a missionary college in the Bermudas, for the purpose of 





BERKELEY 261 

training young clergymen to evangelise America. Swift, who took a somewhat 
cynical view of the matter, nevertheless commended it for Berkeley's sake to 
Carteret, saying, " I entreat you either to keep one of the first men in this king- 
dom quiet at home, or else assist him to compass his romantic design, which is 

a. ^tJU- -^t^^t^ >^^U>A~ LruffL <rf A^->^ "^ '^ »'-'>*■ •ifr'-^^'**^ 

i/ Al^ />»- t-^nf-y*^ a^^^ ^LM. ^^ <ylif«. ^^»«/. - ^•^^^ **^ 

Extract from a Letter of Georg^e Berkeley's 

very noble and generous." The members of the Scriblerus Club were called to- 
gether to dine with Lord Bathurst, for the purpose of rallying Berkeley out of 
his project, but he listened quietly to their jokes and then laid his plans before 
them with such astonishing force of enthusiasm, that the wits stood up together 
and exclaimed, "Let us all set out with him immediately!" In June 1725 
Berkeley contrived to get from the Government a charter for his college, and 
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published a Proposal, His ideas were accepted in London with extraordinary 
zeal, and a vote of ^20,000 to endow the missionary university was carried with 
acclamation ' through both Houses of Parliament. It was not, however, until 
September 1728, that, having married a month before, Berkeley set sail for 
America, and then, not for Bermuda, but Rhode Island. Sir Robert Walpole, 
however, was determined to wreck the scheme, and from information received 
from the Treasury, the Bishop of London recommended Berkeley to return in 
1 73 1. He had resigned his deanery, but on the written understanding that the 
deed should not take force until after the Government had paid the grant 
of ^20,000; he was therefore able to return to Derry. In 1733 Berkeley was 
made Bishop of Cloyne, having returned the year before to literature, by the 
publication of his Alciphron^ the largest of his works, which he had composed in 
Rhode Island. He lived at Cloyne from 1734 to 1752, although in 1745 he was 
offered the much more valuable diocese of Clogher. He set up in the palace at 
Cloyne a distillery of tar-water, a medicine which had long attracted him, because 
he conceived it to have the anti-materialistic quality of being charged with "pure 
invisible fire, the most subtle and elastic of bodies." Accordingly, in 1744, 
Berkeley published his Chain of Philosophical Reflections concerning the Virtues of 
Tar-Water^ to which, in the second and all subsequent editions, was given the 
more convenient title of Siris, This extraordinary work has been more read than 
any other of its author's writings, and exhibits in perfection the admirable beauty 
of his style. It was expanded by Farther Thoughts on Tar-Water in 1752. In 
the summer of that year Berkeley seems to have grown tired of his long exile at 
Cloyne, and asked George II. to permit him to resign. The King replied that 
he might reside wherever he liked, but that live and die a Bishop he should. 
Berkeley, therefore, in the summer of 1752, found occasion in his son George's 
proceeding to Oxford as a student of Christ Church, to settle near him, and he 
took a house in Holywell Street. But his residence there was short, for on the 
evening of Sunday, January 14, 1753, appearing to have never been in better 
health, and having just expounded a chapter of the first Corinthians to his 
family, Berkeley withdrew to the sofa for a nap, from which he never awakened. 
He was buried in the cathedral of Christ Church, Oxford. It was not Pope alone, 
but all his contemporaries, who attributed " to Berkeley every virtue under heaven." 
No one, in that age of plain speaking, had a word to say to his disadvantage. 
His beauty of person, his grace of manner, his kindlin'iss, his unselfishness, his 
intelligence, his simplicity are celebrated by all who knew him ; even Voltaire 
was impressed with his goodness of heart, and in Swift's eyes he was the one 
"absolute philosopher." As one of his clergy said, "If ever there lived a 
Christian, it was Dr. Berkeley." 

I desire it may be considered that most men want leisure, opportunity, or faculties, 
to derive conclusions from their principles, and establish morality on a foundation of 
human science. True it is— as St. Paul observes— that the "invisible things of God, from 
the creation of the world, are clearly seen ; " and from thence the duties of natural 
religion may be discovered. But these things are seen and discovered by those alone 
who open their eyes and look narrowly for them. Now, if you look throughout the 
world, you shall find but few of these narrow inspectors and inquirers, very few who 
make it their business to analyse opinions, and pui-sue them to their rational source, to 
examine whence truths spring, and how they are inferred. In short, you shall find all 
men full of opinions, but knowledge only in a few. 
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It is impossible, from the nature and circumstances of humankind, that the muhi- 
tude should be philosophers, or that they should know things in iheir causes. We see 
every day that the rules, or conclusions alone, are sufficient for the shopkeeper to state 
his account, the sailor to navigate his ship, or the carpenter to measure his timber; 
none of which understand the theory, that is to say, the grounds and reasons either 
of arithmetic or geometry. Even so in moral, political, and religious matters, it b 
manifest that the rules and opinions early imbibed at the first dawn of understanding, 
and without the least glimpse of science, may yet produce excellent effects, and be 
very useful to the world ; and that, in fact, they are so, will be very visible to every 
one who shall observe what passeth round about him. 

The Spirit of Plants. 

The balsam or essential oil of vegetables contains a spirit, wherein consist the specific 
qualities, the smell and tasie of the plant. Boerhave holds the native presiding spirit 
to be neither oil, salt, earth, nor water, but somewhat too fine and subtle to be caught 
alone and rendered visible to the eye. This, when suffered to fly off, for instance, 
from the oil of rosemary, leaves it destitute of all flavour. This spark of life, this 
spirit or soul, if we may so say, of the vegetable, departs without any sensible diminu- 
tion of the oil or water wherein it was lodged. 

It should seem that the forms, souls, or principles of vegetable life subsist in the 
light or solar emanation, which in respect to the macrocosm is what the a unal spirit 
is to the microcosm— the interior tegu- 
ment, the subtle instrument and vehicle 
of power. No wonder, then, that the 
ens priinum or scintilla spiriluosa, as 
it is called, of plants should be a thing 
so fine and fugacious as to escape our 
nicest search. It is evident that nature 
at the sun's approach vegetates, and 
languishes at his recess ; this terrestrial 
globe seeming only a matrix disposed 
and prepared to receive life from his 
light. . , , The luminous spark which is 
the form or life of a plant, from whence 
its differences and properties flow, is 
somewhat extremely volatile. 

The most prominent wo man- writer 
of the first half of the eighteenth century 
was Lady Mary Pierrepont (1689- 
1762), daughter of Evelyn Pierrepont, 
afterwards Duke of Kingston, who was 
born in lodgings in Covent Garden, on 



the z6th May 1689, and who married 
Edward Wortley Montagu in 1712. By 



Lady Mary Wortley Montagu 



Afltr tkt Porlniit by K Zincte 

iiicaiis of her husband, who was much 
older than she. Lady Mary was introduced to Addison, Congreve, and Steele, and 
her earliest wTitings were suppressed by the advice of the first-named. She persevered, 
however, and in 1716 her Court Poems \\tt& privately and anonymously printed. In that 
year she left England with her husband, and remained in Vienna and Constantinople 
until the autumn of 1 7 1 8 ; her letters during this period were of high value and interest. 
Returning to London, she made the personal acquaintance of Pope, with whom she 
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had been in correspondence. A violent friendship sprang up between them and blazed 
for awhile, but had died down when, about 1723, it ended in a great explosion of 
mutual rage and ill-breeding. In 1739 Lady Mary Wortley Montagu left her husband 
under circumstances which have never been lucidly explained, and was a resident 
abroad, mainly in Italy, for the next twenty-two years. She was in Venice in 1761 
when the news of her husband's death reached her ; she was in poor health, but she 
determined to return to England to settle his estate. She arrived in January 1762, and 
did not return, but died in her house in Montagu Square on the zist August 1762. 
She is remarkable for having introduced into western Europe the practice of inoculation 
for small-pox, which she tried first on her own son, Edward, at Constantinople in 1715. 
Lady Mary Wortley Montagu was a woman of a fiery spirit, penetrated with literature 
and curiosity, ardent and unabashed, insolent and generous. Her letters, which have 
neither the tenderness nor the eloquence of a Sevign^, testify to the ripeness of her 
judgment and the clearness of her eye. 

From a Letter from Constantinople. 
The climate is delightful in the extremest degree, 1 am now sitting, this present fourth 
of January [1718], with the windows open, enjoying the warm shine of the sun, while you 

are freezing over a sad sea-coal 
fire ( and my chamber set out 
with carnations, roses and jon- 
quils, fresh from my garden. 
I am also chamied with many 
points of the Turkish law, lo 
our shame, be it spoken, better 
designed and better executed 
than ours ; paniculariy the 
punishment of convicted liars 
(triumphant criminals in our 
country, God knows '. ) They 
are burnt in the forehead with 
a hot iron, being proved the 
authors of any notorious false- 
hood. How many white fore- 
heads should we see disfigured, 
howinany line gentlemen would 
be forced to wear their wigs 
as low as their eyebrows, were 
this law in practice with us ! 

Theology, which had 
taken so prominent a 
place in the literature of 
the seventeenth century, 
fell into insignificance 
after the year 1700. We 
Benjomia Hoodly have already spoken of 

Afitrihi Portrait by Mrs. madly Clarke, a Stiff and tire- 

some writer, but the best 
of his class To compare Hoadly with Massillon, or Sherlock with Saurin, 
is but to discover how great an advantage the French still preserved over us, 
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who had never, even in the pahny days of our theology, enjoyed a Bossuet, 
Perhaps the most spirited contribution to religions Hterature published in the 
early years of the century was Law's Serious Call, a book isolated from its 
compeers in all qualities of style and temper, the work of a Christian mystic 
who seemed to his contemporaries that hatefnl thing "an enthusiast." 

Benjamin Hoadly (1676-1761) was born at Westerham, in Kent, on the 
14th of November 1676. He was the second son of the Rev. Samuel Hoadly, 
who gave him his early education, and ihen sent htm direct to St. Catherine Hall, 
Cambridge. He became an active and useful London cleigyman, of advanced 
political and religious views. In 1715 he was made Bishop of Bangor, and it is 
recorded, as a singular proof of Hoadly's simplicity and absence of ambition, that 
"when he went to Court to kiss hands on being made a bishop, he did not know 
the way upstairs." His famous treatise on Tht Principles and Practices of the 
Non- Jurors, which caused a sort of earthquake in the Church of England, was 
published in 1716. Hoadly's brilliant sermon on The Nature of the Kingdom or 
Church of Christ was preached on the 31st of March 1717. The celebrated 
Bangorian Controversy was the result. In spite of the rage of his enemies, 
Hoadly was rapidly promoted, through Hereford and Salisbury, to the princely 
see of Winchester in 1734. 
Throughout the storms which 
raged around him, Hoadly pre- 
served a dignified and apos- 
tolic calm, and he was a man 
of undoubted greatness of cha- 
racter. He was the reputed 
author of more than fifty publi- 
cations, mainly controversial 
Ho reached his eighty-sixth 
year, and " was so happy as 
to live long enough to reap 
the full earthly reward of his 
labours, to see his Christian 
and moderate opinions prevail 
over the kingdom, and the 
Nonconformists at a very low 
ebb, for want of the opposition 
and persecution ihey were used 
to experience." Hoadly died 
in his [lalace at Chelsea, on the 
17th of April 1761, having out- 
lived all opposition, " beloved 
and revered by all good men." 

Thomas Sherlock Thomas Sherlock 

(1678-1761), the elder son AfUr an Engraving by J. M ■ Ardelt 

of the famous divine, Dr. 

William Sherlock, was bom in London, where his father was rector of St. George's, 

Botolph Ijane. He was educated at Eton and at St. Catherine Hall, Cambridge, 
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of which he became a fellow. At the early a%e of twenty-six, he was appointed 
to succeed his father as Master of the Temple, and soon became eminent as a 
preacher. In 1714 he was made Master of his College, in 1716 Dean of Chichester, 
and soon afterwards became prominent as a protagonist in the great Bangorian 
Controversy. Sherlock became successively Uishop of Bangor, Sahsbury, and 
London, and refused Canterbury. He continued to hold the Mastership of the 
Temple for fifty years. Sherlock's Sermons were published, in four volumes, in 1755-6, 
He died July 18, 1761, after a very long and painful illness, and was buried at 
Fulham. 

William Law (1686-1761) was the son of a grocer at King's Cliffe, in Nor- 
thamptonshire. He was sent as a sizar, in 1705, to Emmanuel College, Cambridge, 
and ultimately became a fellow. He was a strong non-juror, and gradually developed 
more and more austere religious views. In 1726 he made a certain stir with his 
treatises on Chrislian Perfection. Jn 1727 he became tutor to Ed«ard Gibbon, who 
was twenty years of age, and it would perhaps be exacter to say, as the historian does, 
that Law was already " the much-honoured friend and spiritual director " of the Gibbon 
family. In 1728 the Serious Call was published, and he began to be surrounded 
by disciples, among whom were the 
Wesleys. Law seems to have resided 
at Putney with the Gibbons from 1727 
to 1738, after which he went back to 
his parental home at King's CUffe, 
where he founded a semi-monastic 
settlement His mystical and philan- 
thiopic schemes were enthusiastically 
supported by two ladies of mature 
years. Miss Hester Gibbon and Mrs. 
Hutcheson. Law died, almost in the 
act of singing a hymn, in his interesting 
religious house at King's Clifle, on the 
9th of April 1 76 1. 

The earliest signs of impatience 
with the rigidity of literary rule came 
from Scotland, where a certain lyri- 
cal independence of Southern tradi- 
tions had preserved all through the 
Allan Rwnsay seventeenth century something of the 

From an En^ravi-^ "'"^ follt-soRg fieshness. The actual 

value of these vernacular pieces — the 
knack of them was retained in otie family, the Sempills of Beltrees, for three 
generations — was small, but they led on without a break to Allan Ramsay, and 
to such useful poetical antiquaries as Lady Wardlaw and, in England, Oldys. 

Allan Ramsay (1686-1758) was bom at Leadhills in Lanarkshire, on the 15th of 
October 1686. At the age of fifteen he came up to Edinbuigh lo be apprenticed 
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to a wig-maker. His earliest publications were parochially humorous, and his first 
ambitious essay was a continuation of King James' Christ s Kirk on the Grftn, 1718. 
Ramsay did a great deal for the reviral of Scottish song by his anthologies, The Tea- 
Table Miscellany, 1J24-27, and The Ever- 
green, 1724. In 1725 he published his 
best work, the excellently sustained pastoral 
play of The Gentle Shepherd, the life of 
Ramsay. He retired from the wig-making 
business, and bought a bookseller's shop, 
"at the sign of the Mercury, opposite to 
Niddr}''s Wynd," where for thirty years 
he was visited by every literary person 
who appeared in Edinburgh, and where, 
behind his counter, he broke into verse at 
the least excuse, "e'en at the shagging of 
a feather." In 1745 he built himself an 
eight-sided house on Castle Hill, but did 
not retire from business until 1755. Ramsay 
died in this his " goose-pie," as Edinburgh 
called it, on the 7th of January 1758. 
Ramsay completed that celebrated poetical 
hoax— the earliest of eighteenth-century 
forgeries — the ballad of Hardy Knute, 
which had been begun by Elizabeth, 
Lady Wardlaw (1677-1727). One of William Oldys 

the first who took an intelligent interest From an Eagraving iy Bahlon 

in the bibliography of British poetry was 

WiHiam Oldjrs (1696-1761), of Lincoln, who was Norroy king-at-arms. He was 
not only a pioneer in the study of texts and states, but the author of some very 
graceful verses. 

The period of English literature which we have now roughly sketched 
is one of the most clearly defined and homogeneous in our history. In 
its consideration we are not troubled by the variety and diversity of its 
aims, by the multitude of its proficients, or by the distribution of its parts. 
All is definite, exiguous ; all, or almost all, is crystallised round a single 
point ; that point is common-sense applied to the imagination, to the 
highest parts of man. In all the expressions of this definite spirit, whether 
in Pope or Clarke, in Addison or Berkeley, we find a tendency to the 
algebraic formula, rather than to colour, fancy, or fire. In other words, 
pure intelligence does the work of literature, intelligence applied alike to 
concrete forms and abstract ideas, actively and energetically applied, 
without sentimentality or enthusiasm. The age of Anne succeeded in 
raising this literature of mathematical intelligence to the highest pitch of 
elegant refinement. But before It closed there were manifest signs of the 
insutliciency of such a manner to support a complex artistic system. 

What in the hands of Pope and Addison was so brilliant and novel 



268 HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE 

that all the world was charmed, could but prove in those of their disciples 
cold, mechanical, and vapid. There were very dangerous elements in 
the optimism of the time, in its profound confidence in the infallibility of 
its judgment, in the ease with which it had become accustomed to rigid 
rules of composition, in the dry light of formalism which by it was so 
prompt to observe art and nature. These might satisfy for a moment, 
might produce a single crop of splendid literature, but they bore no fruit 
for the morrow. Even the prevalent admiration of the authors of antiquity 
was a source of danger, for these great fountain-heads of imagination 
were regarded not as they really wrote, but as seen distorted through 
the spectacles of the French Jesuit critics. The poets of antiquity were 
cultivated as incomparable masters of rhetoric, and on the basis of 
Horace, and even of Homer, there was founded a poetry totally foreign 
to antique habits of thought. 

We have not, however, to consider what dangers lay ahead of the 
system, but what it produced in the first quarter of the eighteenth 
century, and for this, within limits, we can have little but praise. England 
now joined, and even led, the movement of European nations from 
which she had hitherto been excluded as a barbarian. In a " polite " age 
the English writers became the most polite. Pope and Addison had 
nothing more to learn from their Continental contemporaries; they became 
teachers themselves. In their hands the English language, which had 
been a byword for furious individuality and unbridled imaginative oddity, 
became a polished and brilliant instrument in the hands of an elegant and 
well-bred race. So far, if we go no further, all was well. A little group 
of scholars and gentlemen, closely identified in their personal interests, 
had taken English literature under their care, and had taught it to express 
with exquisite exactitude their own limited and mundane sensations. These 
were paving the way for a frigid formalism which would become intoler- 
able in the hands of their followers ; but in their own day, in their brief 
Augustan age, the direct result was not merely brilliant in itself, but of an 
infinite benefit to English as a vehicle for an easy -and rapid exercise of 
the intelligence. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE AGE OF JOHN'SON 

1 740-1 780 

The period which we have just quitted was one of effort concentrated in 
one middle-class coterie in London, an age of elegant persiflage and opti- 
mistic generalisation marshalled by a group of highly civilised and "club- 
able" wits. That at which we have now arrived was the exact opposite. 
Its leading exponents were not as- 
sociates, or, in most cases, even 
acquaintances ; its labours were not 
in any large degree identified with 
London, but with places all over 
the English-speaking world. From 
1712 to 1735 attention is riveted 
on the mutual intercourse of the 
men who are writing, and then 
upon their works. From 1740 to 
1780 the movements of literature, 
rather than those of men of letters, 
are our theme. Solitary figures 
closely but unconsciously and ac- 
cidentally related to other solitary 
figures, ships out of call of one 
another, but blown by the same 
wind — that is what the age of 
Johnson presents to us. 

If the combination of personal George 11. 

communication, so interesting in Afunhe Potirau by Thomas Woriidgi 

the earlier age, is lacking now, it 

is made up for to us by the definition of the principal creative impulses, 
which prove, to our curiosity and surprise, independent of all personal 
bias. The similarity between Swift and Arbuthnot, between Pope and 
Parnell, is easily explained by their propinquity. But how are we to 
account for the close relation of Gray and Collins, who never met; of 
Fielding and Richardson, who hated one another at a distance ; of Butler 
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at Bristol, and Hume at Ninewells? This central period of the eighteenth 
century took a wider and more democratic colouring ; its intellectual life 
was more general, we had almost said more imperial. Letters could no 
longer be governed by the dictatorship of a little group of sub-aristocratic 
wits met in a coffee-house to dazzle mankind. The love of literature had 
spread in all directions, and each province of the British realm contributed 
its genius to the larger movement. 

In poetry, which must occupy us first, the forces which now attract our 
almost undivided attention are not those which appealed to contemporary 

criticism. Pope and his 
school had given a perfect 
polish to the couplet, had 
revived a public interest 
in satire and philosophic 
speculation in verse, had 
canonised certain forms of 
smooth and optimistic con- 
vention, had, above all, 
rendered the Uchnique of 
" heroic verse " a thing 
which could be studied like 
a language or a science. It 
was strictly in accordance 
with the traditions of litera- 
ture that no sooner was 
the thing easy to do than 
the best poets lost interest 
in doing it. It was Thomson 
who made the first resistance 
to the new classical formula, 
and it is, in fact, Thomson 
who is the real pioneer 

_ J . , „ ; of the whole romantic 

Frederick, Prince of Wkles . , . 

... .IP,-,,,,,,., n J v movement, with its return 

Aflir thr Portrait by llartholnmew Daadndgt ' 

to nature and simplicity. 
This gift would be more widely recognised than it is if it had not been for 
the poet's timidity, his easy-going indolence. The Win/eroi Thomson, that 
epoch-making poem, was published earlier than the Dunciad and the Essay on 
jl/a«, earlier" than Gulliver's Travels and \^e Political History of the Devil ; it 
belongs in time to the central "period of Queen Anne." But in spirit, in 
temper, in style, it has nothing whatever to do with that age, but inaugurates 
another, which, if we consider exactly, culminated, after a slow but direct 
ascent, in Wordsworth. 

The positive interest which the poetry of the middle of the eighteenth 
century now possesses for us may be slight ; its relative or historical interest 
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is very great. In it we see English verse timidly reasserting its characteristic 
qualities and resuming forbidden powers. The change was gradual, without 
revolution, without violent initiative. Passion did not suddenly return in its 
bolder forms, but an insidious melancholy shook the pensive bosom. For 
nearly eighty years the visual world, in its broader forms, had scarcely 
existed for mankind ; it was not to be expected that shy and diffident poets, 
such as were those of this new period, men in most cases of subdued vitality, 
should flash out into brilliant colourists and high-priests of pantheism. They 
did their work gingerly and slowly ; they introduced an obvious nature into 
their writings ; they painted, with a deprecating pencil, familiar scenes and 
objects. With Thomson they removed the fog that had obscured the forms 
of landscape, with Gray they asserted the stately beauty of mountains, with 
Young they proclaimed anew the magic of moonlight, with Walpole they 
groped after the principles of Gothic architecture. That their scenes were 
painted in grey and greenish neutral tint, that their ruined arches were 
supported on modern brickwork, that falsity and fustian, a hollow eloquence 
and a frigid sententiousness spoiled many of their enterprises, is not to the 
point. We must occupy ourselves, not with what they failed to do, but with 
their faltering successes. They were the pioneers of romanticism, and that 
is what renders them attractive to the historian. 

Nor was it in England only, but over all Europe, that the poets of the age 
of Johnson were the pioneers of romantic feeling and expression. In the 
two great movements which we have indicated — in a melancholy sensibility 
pointing to passion, in a picturesqueness of landscape leading to direct 
nature-study — the English were the foremost of a new intellectual race. As 
a child of the eighteenth century, Stendhal, reminded the French, '^ Le 
pittoresque — comme les bonnes diligences et les bateaux a vapeur — nous 
vient d'Angleterre." It came to France partly through Voltaire, who 
recorded its manifestations with wonder, but mainly through Rousseau, who 
took it to his heart. Not instantly was it accepted. The first translator of 
the Seasons into French dared not omit an apology for Thomson's " almost 
hideous imagery," and it took years for the religious melancholy of Young 
to sink into German bosoms. But when there appeared the Nouvelle Heloise^ 
a great and catastrophic work of passion avowedly built up on the teaching 
of the English poets of the funereal school, a book owing everything to 
English sensibility, then the influence of British verse began, and from 1760 
to 1770 the vogue and imitation of it on the Continent was in full swing. To 
the European peoples of that time Young was at least as great an intellectual 
and moral portent as Ibsen has been to ours. 

It was in a comparative return to a sombre species of romanticism, and in 
a revolt against the tyranny of the conventional couplet, that these poets 
mainly affected English literature. James Thomson is at the present hour 
but tamely admired. His extraordinary freshness, his new outlook into the 
whole world of imaginative life, deserve a very different recognition from 
what is commonly awarded to him. The Hyviti which closes the Seasons 
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was first published in 1730, when Pope was still rising towards the zenith of 
his fame. It recalled to English verse a melody, a rapture which had been 
entirely unknown since Milton's death, more than sixty years before. We 
may be told that the close observation of natural phenomena which made 



jAmes Thomson 

A/(tr an Engraving hy Jame! Ilasiry: 

the four books of the Seasons so illustrious had never, although scouted or 
disregarded, been entirely lost. The names of Lady Winchelsea, of Gay, 
even of John Philips, may be quoted to prove to us that the poets still had 
eyes, and knew a hawk from a hernshaw. But these pedestrian studies of 
nature had no passion in thera ; they were but passages of an inventory or of 



a still-life painting. With Thomson, and mainly wilh his majestic Hymn, 
another quality came back to poetry, the ecstasy of worship awakened by the 
aspect of natural beauty. We can but wonder what lines such as 

" Ye forests bend, ye harvests wave, to Him ; 
Breathe your still song into the reaper's heart, 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon," 

could have meant to readers such as Warburton and Hurd. We may 
answer — To them, as to Johnson, they could have meant nothing at all ; and 
here began the great split between the two classes of eighteenth-century 
students of poetry — those who clung to the old forms, and exaggerated their 
aridity, down to the days of Hayley and Darwin ; and those who falteringly 
and blindly felt their way towards better things through Gray, and Percy's 
Rdiques, and Warton's revelation of the Elizabethans. 

James Thomson (1700-1748) was the eldest son of the Reverend Thomas 
Thomson and his wife, Beatrice Trotter, well-born people of the Scottish 
Border. Mr, Thomsoti had since 1692 been minister of Ednam in Roxburgh- 
shire, and the poet was born 
in the manse there on the 
nth of September 1700. Ne\t 
year the family removed to a 
parish close to Jedburgh. Here, 
in early childhood, Thomson 
attracted the notice of Robert 
Riccaltoun, a local poet of some 
merit, and soon began to write 
verses. In 1715 he was sent up 
to Edinburgh University, being 
intended for the Church, and he 
remained there for ten years. Of 
his youth we know little, save 
that he was extremely susceptible 
to local superstitions, and so 
much afraid of ghosts that, even 
when at college, he would rush 
roaring out of the room if he 
was left alone in the dark. His 
father died in 1718, as was 
believed " under the oppression 

of diabolical malignity," having — . ^ - l- ~. .■ 

, " ' \ , The PerisbiiiK Tr»vdier 

rashly undertaken to lay that 

,, , , ,;,-,. JIluilralimhSlolbardtoThomiiins" WiHfer" 

celebrated spook, the \V oolie 

Ghost At Edinburgh Thomson was gradually drawn away from divinity towards 
literature, and in his twenty-fifth year he determined to adventure to London ; 
he sailed from Leith, and arrived almost destitute, having been robbed even 
of a handkerchief in which he had tied up his letters of introduction. He found 
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patrons, however, and was received by the wils with remarkable cordiality. In March 
1726 he published Winler as a folio pamphlet; it was highly successful, and from 
this time forward Thomson seems 
to have floated easily on the 
social tide. Of his letters from 
this period several have been 
preserved, and they give evi- 
dence of much lightness of spirits 
and an almost childish naivete. 
Summer, addressed to Bubb 
Dodington in too humble a style 
of eulogy, and Spring, addressed 
to the Countess of Hertford, 
indicate two main sources of the 
poet's early prosperity. The 
Countess was a blue -stocking, 
and invited Thomson to stay 
at her seat near Marlborough, 
where he " composed one of 
his Seasons," probably Autumn. 
Johnson teils us that the poet 
look more pleasure in carousing 
with my lord llian in directing 
the studies of my lady, and was 
therefore never invited again. 
The Gleanera ^" ' 73° the Seasons appeared 

„, ... . c^,. _/, T-i .... - .. complete, with the additions of 

Iliuslralim by Slolhard lo Thommns " Autumn '^ ' 

Autumn and A Hymn. But by 
this time Thomson had turned with hopefulness to the stage, although his first 
tragedy was not a success. At a critical moment, one character, immersed in woe, 
had to moan out the words — 

" O, Sophonisba, Sophoiiisba, O ! " 

which (he wags instantly took up and parodied as — 

" O, Jemmy Thomson, Jemmy Thomson, O !" 

and this was more than even Mrs. Oldfield's art could counteract. The poet was 
now selected to accompany on the Grand Tour a young Talbot, son of the Solicitor- 
General, with whom he saw France and Italy through 1730 and 1731. On his return 
he began, and in 1734-6 he published, in five successive parts, his gigantic failure, the 
didactic poem o{ Liberty. Mr. Talbot having died, and his father having been made 
Lord Chancellor, Thomson received in 1 735 the office of Secretary of Briefs under the 
latter. This patron died in 1737, when Thomson printed a dignified poem in his praise. 
Having lost his place, the poet fell into debt and was arrested ; Quin the actor found him 
in a spunging-housc and released him, although they were strangers, purely on account of 
the pleasure he had received from reading Thomson's poetry. Meeting the Prince of 
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Wales shortly after, and being asked about his affairs, Thomson admitted that " they 
were in a more poetical posture than formerly," and the Prince gave him a pension of 
_;^ioo, which was paid until the year of the poet's death, when it was unkindly with- 
drawn. Misfortune generally attended Thomson's pieces on the stage, where the 
ill-success of his "untoward heroines" became proverbial, hut those dramas were 
sometimes lucrative in book form. In particular, there is reason to believe that his 
poetical tragedy q{ Edward and Eleonora, which was prohibited on the stage in 1739, 
brought in much profit, as a little volume, in subscription. The masque of Alfred, 
which in 1740 Mallet and Thomson composed to amuse the Prince of Wales in the 
gardens of Cliefden, is memor- 
able for containing tlie song 
Rule Britannia, which is be- 
lieved, but without absolute 
certainty, to be the work of 
Thomson. He wrote little 
during the last years of his 
life, abandoning himself more 
and more to constitutional 
languor. However, in the 
last year of his life, he woke 
up so far as to finish his 
noble poem The Castle of In- 
dolence, and to compose yet 
another tragedy, Coriolanus. 
In the summer of 1748 
Thomson caught a severe 
cold by taking a boat from 
Hammersmith to Kew when 
very hot ; he was throwing 
this off, when he had the 
imprudence to sit in his 
garden while the dew was 
falling, and suffered a relapse. 
Symptoms of malignant fever 
declared themselves, and he 
sank rapidly, dying on the 
27th of August. Thomson 

was universally beloved and bitterly regretted, for he possessed in a high degree 
the genius of friendship. He was " more fat than bard beseems," short, chubby, 
sleepy; but among his choice associates he would wake up, and be singularly 
communicative and entertaining. He was never married; he would have asked 
Miss Young of Gulyhill, the "Amanda" of his poems, to be his wife, but he never 
dared to do so on account of his jxiverly. We have mentioned one cause of 
the displeasure of I,ady Hertford ; another is more picturesque, Thomson is said 
to have irritated her ladyship by sitting under her fruit trees at Marlborough with 
his hands in his pockets, lazily biting pieces out of her ripe apricots. 
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From " Summer." 

As from the face of heaven the shattered clouds 
Tumultuous rove, the interminable sky 
Sublimer swells, and o'er the world expands 
A purer azure. Nature, from the storm, 
Shines out afresh ; and through the lightened air 
A higher lustre and a clearer calm. 
Diffusive, tremble ; while, as if in sign 
Of danger past, a glittering robe of joy, 
Set off abundant by the yellow ray. 
Invests the fields, yet dropping from distress. 

'Tis beauty all, and grateful song around, 
Joined to the low of kine, and numerous bleat 
Of flocks thick nibbling through the clovered vale. 
And shall the hymn be marred by thankless man, 
Most favoured ; who, with voice articulate 
Should lead the chorus of this lower world ? 
Shall he, so soon forgetful of the hand 
That hushed the thunder, and serenes the sky. 
Extinguished feel that spark the tempest waked, 
That sense of powers exceeding far his own. 
Ere yet his feeble heart has lost its fears ? 

Cheered by the milder beam, the sprightly youth 
Speeds to the well-known pool, whose crystal depth 
A sandy bottom shows. Awhile he stands 
Gazing the inverted landscape, half afraid 
To meditate the blue profound below ; 
Then plunges headlong down the circling flood. 
His ebon tresses and his rosy cheek 
Instant emerge ; and through the obedient wave, 
At each short breathing by his lip repelled, 
With arms and legs according well, he makes, 
As humour leads, an easy-winding path ; 
While, from his polished sides, a dewy light 
Effuses on the pleased spectators round. 

From "Autumn.* 

Poor is the triumph o'er the timid hare ! 
Scared from the corn, and now to some lone seat 
Retired : the rushy fen ; the ragged furze. 
Stretched o'er the stony heath ; the stubble chapped; 
The thistly lawn ; the thick-entangled broom ; 
Of the same friendly hue, the withered fern ; 
The fallow ground laid open to the sun, 
Concoctive ; and the nodding sandy bank. 
Hung o'er the mazes of the mountain brook. 
Vain is her best precaution ; though she sits 
Concealed, with folded ears, unsleeping eyes, 
By Nature raised to take the horizon in. 
And head couched close betwixt her hairy feet, 
In act to spring away. The scented dew 
Betrays her early labyrinth ; and deep. 
In scattered sullen openings, far behind. 
With every breeze she hears the coming storm. 
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But nearer, and more frequent, as it loads 
The sighing gale, she springs amazed, and all 
The savage soul of game is up at once : 
The pack full-opening, various : the shrill horn, 
Resounded from the hills ; the neighing steed, 
Wild for the chase ; and the loud hunter's shout ; 
O'er a weak, harmless, flying creature, all 
Mixed in mad tumult and discordant cry. 

. From "The Castle of Indolence." 

Joined to the prattle of the purling rills 

Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks loud bleating from the distant hills, 

And vacant shepherds piping in the dale ; 

And, now and then, sweet Philomel would wail. 
Or stock-doves plain amid the forest deep, 

That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale ; 
And still a coil the grasshop]3er did keep ; 
Yet all these sounds y-blent inclined all to sleep. 

Full in the passage of the vale, above, 

A sable, silent, solemn forest stood ; 
Where nought but shadowy forms was seen to move, 

As Idles fancied in her dreaming mood ; 

And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 

Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood ; 
And where this valley winded out, below, 
The munnuring main was heard, and scarcely heard, to flow, 

A pleasing land of drowsihed it was. 

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye ; 
And of gay castles in the clouds that pass, 

For ever flashing round a summer sky ; 

There eke the soft delights, that witch ingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness in the breast. 

And the calm pleasures always hovered nigh ; 
But whate'er smacked of 'noyance or unrest, 
Was far, far off" expelled from this delicious nest. 

Another powerful innovator was Edward Young, but his influence was 
not so pure as that of Thomson, The author of Night Thoughts was an artist 
of a force approaching that of genius, but his error was to build that upon 
rhetoric which he should have based on imagination. The history of Young 
is one of the most curious in the chronicles of literature. Born far back in 
the seventeenth century, before Pope or Gay, he wrote in the manner of the 
> Anne wits, without special distinction, through all the years of his youth and 

middle life. At the age of sixty he collected his poetical works, and appeared 
to be a finished mediocrity. It was not until then, and after that time, that, 
taking advantage of a strange wind of funereal enthusiasm that swept over 
him, he composed the masterpiece by which the next generation knew him, 
his amazingly popular and often highly successful Night Thoughts. It was in 
the sonorous blank verse of this adroit poem that the vague aesthetic melan- 
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choly of the age found its most striking exposition. It was hardly completed 
before a prose rival and imitation, the Meditations among the Tombs 
of Hcrvey, deepened its effect and surpassed it in popularity, though never 
approaching it in real literary ability. 
These two books, so pompous, unctuous, 
and hollow— the one illuminated by pas- 
sages of highly artistic execution, the other 
mere barren bombast — occupied the fancies 
of men for well-nigh one hundred years, 
surviving the great revival, and successfully 
competing with Wordsworth and Keats. 

Edward Young (1083-1765) was the son 
of the rector of Upham in Hampshire, where he 
was bom in June 1683; the father ultimately 
became Dean of Salisbury. Exlremely little has 
been preserved about the youth and even the 
early middle life of (his poet. He was educated 
Edward Young ^* Winchester School, and went to Oxford in 1 702, 

A/i.r,k.Porir,,i,hM.fkHighmoy. "^ ^eems to have shown no promise of dis- 

tinction ; at college he was "a foolish youth, 

the sport of peers and poels." He was elected, however, a law fellow of All Souls' in 

1 708, and continued to reside at the University. \Vhen past the age of thirty he began 

to publish, but his 

earliest essays showed 

httle talent. His pe- 
culiar forcible gloom 

is displayed for the 

first time in The Last 

Day, a really fine 

thing, part of which 

was printed in the 

Guardian in 1713. 

Young seems to have 

looked to Queen 

Anne, who was his 

godmother, for patro- 
nage, and at her death 

he disappears. It has 

been conjectured that 

he went to Ireland. 

In I7i9hcput on the 

stage his tragedy of 

Busiris, and in 1 721 

The Reven;ie ; the latter enjoyed a substantial success, and Young, now forty years of 

age, became a personage at last. At this time, and for some years to come, he was 

enjoying the patronage of the I>uke of Wharton. From 1725 to 1718 Young was 

engaged in publishing, in si>: instalments, his satires, which were afterwards united under 
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the title of Tlie Universal Passion, When George II. came to the throne, Young, who 
had failed to enter Parliament for Cirencester, determined, although he was forty-seven 
years of age, to take holy orders ; he was almost immediately appointed chaplain to 
the King. He is said to have asked Pope how he should conduct his theological 
studies, and to have been answered according to his folly with a recommendation to 
master St. Thomas Aquinas. A begging letter to Mrs. Howard, the King's mistress, 
exists to prove that Young equally needed advice in the arts of obtaining Church 
preferment; he was importunate, yet he got little. In 1730 he was glad to take 
Welwyn, a college living; and the next year he married a widow of quality. Lady Elizabeth 
Leigh. The poetry Young published during these years was beneath contempt, yet he 




ClMVati^ at^ii^s Copy J (^^^(/iV<»^'' ^yt»y Pr'^ ^ 
JO,^,f-,T(^ ^-^ e^//^; t<r^'eA^^ 

Autograph Note of Young's 

was already meditating upon the outlines of his great and enduring work. When close 
upon the mature age of sixty, with no production behind him which could really encourage 
him to confidence in his gifts. Young began the composition of the very elaborate poem 
which placed him in the first rank of contemporary writers. The Complaint^ or 
Night Thoughts^ appeared from 1742 to 1744, and greatly impressed the age with its 
moral sublimity. Young, however, was unable to repeat his success; he published 
several other works in prose and verse, but none of them rose above his earlier level 
of fustian and flatness He considered himself to be cruelly neglected, and applied to 
the King and the Archbishop of Canterbury for preferment ; Seeker's reply is a 
monument of irony. The solitary success which attended his efforts was almost 
sarcastically inadequate ; when he was nearly eighty he was appointed Clerk of the 
Closet to the Princess Dowager. Young lived on at Welwyn until he had nearly com- 
pleted his eighty-second year, preserving his intellect to the last ; he died on the 5th of 
April 1765, and was buried at Welwyn. The character of Young presents us with some 
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very curious features. He was the typical eighteenth<enlury adventurer of letters, 
truculent and yet obsequious, without a trace of self-respect in the presence of the 
great, but arrogant and presuming with his own class. Yet Young was not without 
certain stately virtues; he could be penetrating, dignified, and extremely polite. That 
he was the victim of affectation, seems proved by the story that he wrote at night by 

THE 

COMPLAINT: 

Night -Thoughts 

LIFE, DEATH, & IMMORTAUTY. 



Title-page of Firat Edition of "Night Thoughts" 

the glimmer of a candle stuck in a human skull. His friendship with Voltaire did 
credit to the intellect of both of them, and Young's extempore epigram on the 
appearance of the great Frenchman deserves an immortality of quotation : — 
" You are so willy, profligate and thin. 
At once we think you Millon, Death and Sin," 

From "Night Thoughts l," 

O ye blest scenes of permanent delight ! 

Full above measure '. lasting', beyond bound I 

A perpetuily of bliss is bliss. 

Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end. 

That ghastly thought would drink up all your joy, 

And quite unparadise the realms of light. 

Safe are you lodged above these rolling spheres, 

The baneful influence of whose giddy dance 

Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions every hour ; 

And rarely for the better ; or the best. 

More mortal than the common births of fate. 



YOUNG 

Each moment has its sickle, emulous 

Of time's enormous scythe, whose ample sweep 

Strikes empires from ihe root ; each moment plays 

His lillle iveapon in the narro«-er sphere 

Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down 

The fairest bloom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss ! sublunary bliss ! — proud words and vain 1 
Implicit treason to divine decree I 



Title-p&ge by WiUiam BUke to "Night Thoughts" 

A bold invasion of the rights of heaven 1 

1 clasp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 

O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace 1 

What darts of agony had miss'd my heart 1 

Dealh ! great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine 

To tread out empire, and to quench the stars. 

The sun himself by thy permission shines ; 

And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his sphere. 

Amid such mighty plunder, why exhaust 

Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean ? 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me ? 

Insatiate archer ! could not one suffice ? 

Thy shaft flew ihrice ; and thrice my peace was slain ; 

And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. 
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James Herrey (1714-1758) « 



> appointed in 1740 curate of Bideford in North 
Devon. ^Vhile he was there, he walked 
over to the churchyard of Ivilkhainpton, 
and on his return began to write his 
famous Afeditations among ike Tombs, 
which were published in 1746-47, 
and went through twenty-five editions. 
Hervey was a gentle, pious, and plac- 
able man, who died prematurely of 
a consumption, being at the time 
rector of Weston Favell in Northamp- 
tonshire. His Theron and Aspasto 
{1752) was at one time even more 
famous than the Meditations in evan- 
gelical circles. 



James Herrey 

From an Engraving bv S. Freeman 

his Strangely powerful poem in blank ^ 



Robert Blair {1699-1746) was 

the minister of Athelstaneford in Had, 
dingtonshire from 1731 to his death. 
Very little is known about his life, 
nor does it possess any further interest 
for us than that in 1743 he published 
, entitled The Grave. 



Y9.QK. Blair's "Grave." 

What is this world? 
What but a spacious burial-lield un- 

walled, 
Strewed with death's spoils, the spoils 

of animals 
Savage and tame, and full of dead 

The very turf on which we tread once 

And we that live must lend our 



To c 



n offspring ; in their 



T theirs 



-'lis her 



allir 



The shivering Icelander and sunburnt 
Men of all climes who never met 

And of all creeds, the Jew, the Turk, 

the Christian. 
Here the proud prince, the favourite 

yet prouder. 



Illustration by William Blake to 
Blair's " Grave" 
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His sovereign's keeper, and the people's scoui^e, 
Are huddled out of sight.— Here lie abashed 
The great ncgoliators of the earth, 
And celebrated masters of the balance, 
Deep read in stratagems and wiles of courts ; 
Now vain their treaty skill.— Death scorns to treat 
Here the o'erloaded slave ftin^s down his burden 
From his galled shoulders, and when the stern tyrant, 
With all his guards and tools of power about him 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardships, 
Mocks his short arm, and quick as thought escapes 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary rest. 

This sepulchral rhetoric in Millonic verse, whether embodied in Young's 
rolling iambics or compressed into the homelier vigour of Blair's Grave, or 
tricked out in pseudo-classical turgidity by the disciples of Thomson, was 
what passed for poetry />ar exceUatce one hundred and fifty years ago. 

The influence of Thomson was strong on Dyer and Armstrong. John Dyer 
{i698?-i758) was the son of a solicitor at Abet^lasslyn, Carmarthenshire, He took 
to water-colour painting as a profession, studying under Jonathan Richardson, and 
wandering alwut in South Wales sketching ruins and 
landscapes. It was on one of these excursions that he 
wrote his poem of Grongar Hill, published in a miscellany 
in 1726, which contained studies of Nature which were 
novel and which were admired even to excess. Dyer 
went to Italy, and on his return he published a blank 
verse poem, The Ruins of Home, 1740. He now entered 
the Church, and held successive livings in the counties 
of Leicester and Lincoln, In 1757 he published a long 
didactic poem on the care of sheep, entitled The Fleece; 
this l^-as a failure, and Dyer was told he would be " buried 
in woollen." He died of consumption, at Coningsby in 
Hants, where he had lately fitted up a house, on the i 1, n 

J4th of July 1758. The best part of Grongar Hill, ^ ^*'' 

which is a description of the Vale of Towy as seen from that eminence, is the 
following, which certainly deserves a place in a record of the advance of a senti- 
ment for Nature in English literature; — 

Old castles on the cliff arise, 

Proudly lowering in the skies 1 

Rushing from the woods, the spires 

Seem from hence ascending fires ! 

Half his brams Apollo sheds 

On the yellow mountain-heads ! 

Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 

And glitters on the broken rocks. , . . 

Gaudy as the opening dawn, 

Lies a long and level lawn, 

On which a dark hill, sleep and high. 

Holds and charms the wandering eye I 

Deep are his feet in Towy's flood. 

His sides are clothed with waving wood. 
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John Armstrong (i 709-1 779) was a dose discipleof Thomson, whom he followed 
in his errors as well as in his beauties. 
He published much, but is remembered 
best by his didactic poem on The Art 
of Preserving Health, 174^. Armstrong 
became a physician in 1 732, and prac- 
tised in Germany and afterwards in 
London, 

Henry Brooke (1703-1783), long 
afterwards famous for the novel of The 
Fool of Quality, published in 1735, in 
six anonymous folio instalments, the very 
remarkable philosophical poem called 
Universal Beauty, inspired by the system 
of Shaftesbury. To this neglected work 
have been traced back the earliest rudi- 
ments of the theory of physical evolution. 

With the prevailing taste in 
poetry the style in grottoes, urns, 
and tombs closely corresponded, 
and to this much of the super- 
ficial character of what %vas most 
enjoyed in Gray, Collins, and even Goldsmith, may be traced. The 
great gift of the first two of this 
trio was the renewed elaboration of 
their verse-form. Thomson had 
revived the beautiful Spenserian 
measure ; in the Odes of Thomas 
Gray and of William Collins a 
variety of stanzaic forms illustrated 
a return to pre-Drydenic variety and 
ease of prosody. To a world that 
scarcely appreciated the meaning of 
verse which was not either a suc- 
cession of five-beat couplets or a 
mass of stiff blank verse, Gray in- 
troduced choral measures, richly 
and elaborately rhymed, full of com- 
phcated triumphal melody ; Collins, 
at the same moment, in a lower 
key, whispering rather than shout- 
ing, fashioned his delicate, cold, Henry Brooke 
aerial music. Unhappily, in the f.om ,,^ OHgi^ai portrait 
middle of the eighteenth century everything conspired to drag the pioneers 
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of free art back to the bondage of rhetoric, and the work of Gray and Collins 

was instantly retarded and 
parodied by the frosty talent 
of Akenside, in whose hands 
the newly found lyrical fire 
was turned to ice. The 
impact of Gray on Europe 
was delayed, but could not 
be suppressed. The Elegy in 
a Country Churchyard is the 
direct precursor, not only 
of Chateaubriand, but of 
Liimartine, and is the most 
characteristic single poem 
of the eighteenth century. 

Thomas Gray (1716- 
1771) was the son of Philip 
Gray, a scrivener, and his wife 
Dorothy Antrobus; he was 
born in Cornhill on the z6th 
of December 1716. He was 
the only one of his parents' 
twelve children who survived 
infancy, and he was only saved 
ThomM Gray 1^ ji,^ desperate courage of 

After the Portrait ty /. G. Eccardt '. ., , . l 

' ' his mother, who, when he was 

attacked by a convulsion, opened a vein with her scissors. Philip Gray was of 
a jealous and tyrannical disposition, and 
although he was welt-to-do, he would con- 
tribute nothing to the support of his wife or 
child. The former kept a milliner's shop, 
and the latter was taken by a maternal uncle 
to his own house at Burnham, and in 1727 
sent, at his mother's expense, to Eton. He 
made friends with Horace Walpole and 
Richard West. In 1734 he was removed lo 
Cambridge, where he was entered as a pen- 
sioner first at Pembroke Hall and then at 
Pelerhouse; from 1735 to 1738 he had the 
company of Horace W'alpole at Cambridge, 
and he was already bcLjinning to write verse, 
mostly in Latin. He was very unhappy, 
however, at the UniiLrsit), which he calls 
" that pretty collection of desolate animals," 
and he revolted against the deadness of the 
curriculum. In bcptember 1738 he left 
Cambridge, and si\ months later he started 
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in company with Horace \Valpole for a three years' tour on the Continent. The 
friends went first of all to Paris, where they stayed two months, and saw a good 
deal of fashionable and of literary society. They then settled for three months 
at Rheims, where they enjoyed very cordial hospitality. In the autumn of 1739 
they were sauntering through France ; they loitered a while in Geneva, and then, 



ELEGY 

Written in a Country Church Yard. 

H E Curfew tolls the knelt of parting da^. 
The lowing herd wind flowly o*er the lea, 
Theplo wman homeward plods his weary way. 
And leaves the worid to darknefs and to me. 

lUustration to GtA7's "Elegy" WOW 

Dravi^ hy K. li^alltyfor Ihr E.iilio« of 1753 

protected by " muffs, hoods, and masks of beaver, fur boots and bearskins," they 
ventured over the Aljis in November. This adventure deeply impressed the imagi- 
nation of Gray ; " not a precipice," he said, " not a torrent, not a cliff, but is preg- 
nant with religion and poetry." All through 1740 the friends were together in Italy, 
but in the following May, while at Re^gio, ihey quarrelled, and Gray returned 
alone to England. In Xovember 1741 his father died, and was found to have 
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squandered the greater part of his fortune. Gray spent the winter of this year in 
London with West, and he now began to write English poetry ; of his early tragedy of 
Agrippina only a fragment survives. In June 1 742 \VesC died, and Gray went down 
to Stoke Pogis, where one of his uncles had a house. Here he wrote his Ode to 
Spring, the Eton Ode, the Hymn to Adversity, and began the E/egy in a Country 
Churchyard, His uncle now died, and Gray's mother joined her two sisters in the 
house at Stoke Pogis, which now became Gray's occasional home until his death. He 
had given up the study of the law, and now, for cheapness' sake, he resolved to reside 
in Cambridge, In the winter 
of T742 he proceeded to Peter- 
house, and there for two years 
is lost to sight. In 1744 the 
difference between Gray and 
^Valpole was made up, and 
the former began to correspond 
^ain with the latter and with 
other old acquaintances ; in 
1746 Walpole took a house in 
Windsor, so that, when Gray 
was at Stoke, the friends could 
spend one day of every week 
together. In i747Grayprinted, 
in folio, his Eton Ode, and 
wrote the ode to Walpole's cat. 
On his thirtieth birthday he 
described himself as "lazy and 
listless, and old, and vexed, and 
perplexed " ; but he was cheered 
up by the enthusiasm of a new 
friend, William Mason, after- 
wards his biographer, "a well- 
meaning creature." His favour- 
ite aunt, Miss Mary Antrobus, 
died in November 1749, and 
her funeral seems to have led 
Gray to finish the Elegy which 
he had sketched seven years 

earlier. This famous poem Title-paKC of Graj's "Odd" 

was published by Dodsley in 

quarto in February 1751, and was greatly successful from the very first. In 
1753 Gray's poems were first collected, in folio, with plates by Richard Bentley; 
in March of that year his mother died ; his exquisite epitaph may still be read on her 
tombstone at Stoke Pogis. In 1754 he completed, in his slow way. The Progress of 
Poesy, and, in 1 757, The Bard ; these were published together, as Odes by Mr. Gray, \ 
in the latter year. In 1756 a cruel practical joke was played on the poet by some 
coarse undergraduates, who raised a cry of fire, and induced him to descend in his' 
night-gown into a tub of water. Failing to obtain redress from the college authorities, 
he transferred himself from Peterhouse, where he had no intimates, to Pembroke, 
which was full of bis friends. He was welcomed, and he made this college his 
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Cambridge home for the rest of his life. He was now able to live in greater comfort, 
since, tbe ladies whom be had supported being dead, he sank part of his Httle property 
in an annuity. Moreover, in 1 759 he took a house in Bloomsburj', and was practically 
absent from Cambridge for three years, mainly engaged in studying early English and 
Icelandic poetry at the recently-opened British Atuseum. The final years of Gray's 
life were extremely uneventful; they were mainly spent, in great retirement and 

constantly declining heahh, 
in Cambridge, diversified by 
"Lilliputian travels" through 
porlions of England and 
Scotland. In 1768 he col- 
lected the poems of his life- 
time into one slender volume, 
and was appointed Professor 
of Modern Literature at 
Cambridge, but delivered no 
lectures. In 1769 he made 
his celebrated journey to the 
Cumbrian Lakes, and wrote 
the Journal, in which for 
the first lime the sublimity 
of that scenery was properly 
celebrated. In the same 
year Gray formed the last, 
and one of the most ardent 
of his friendships, that with 
the brilliant young Swiss, 
Charles de Bonstctten. He 
Stoke Pogia Church, Bhowiny the Tomb of Gray hoped to follow his young 

companion to Switzerland, 
but lacked the strength, and on the 30th of July 1771 he died of suppressed gout in 
his rooms at Pembroke College, having been taken ill at dinner in hall six nights 
before. He was buried at Stoke Pojiis. At the time of his death Gray was " perhaps 
the most learned man in Europe." He was a little plump person, very shy, with a fund 
of latent humour ; the tottering and gingerly way in which he walked was the subject 
of ridicule, and he was altogether too delicate for the rough age he lived in. His 
admirable Z^/Arw, first published in 1775, revealed sides of his character previously 
unsuspected, and greatly to his honour. 

From thk "Eton Ode." 
Ye distant spires, ye antique towers. 

That croivn the watery glade. 
Where grateful Science still adores 

Her Henry's holy shade ; 
And ye, thai from the stately brow 
Of Windsor's heights th' expanse below 

Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey, 
Whose lurf, whose shade, whose flowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His silver-winding way : 
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Ah, happy hills I ah, pleasing shade I 

Ah, lields heloved in vain 1 
Where once my careless childhood strayed, 

A stranger yet to pain 1 
I feel the gales that from ye blow 
A momenury bliss bestow. 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing 
My weary soul I hey seem to soothe, 
And, redolent of joy and yomh. 

To breathe a second spring. 



View of Eton Cbapd 

Fmm Btfttl^'j lUyslralioHs to Gra/t " Six Poems" 0/1711 

From "The Progress of Poesv," 

In climes beyond the solar road, 
Where shag),'y forms o'er ice-built mountains roam, 
The Muse has broke the twilight gloom 

To cheer the shivering natives' dull abode. 
And oft, beneath the odorous shade 
Of Chili's boundless forests laid, 
She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat. 
In loose numbers wildly su*eet, 
Their feat her- cinctured chiefs, and dusky loves. 
Her track, where'er the goddess roves. 
Glory pursue, and generous Shame, 
The unconquerable Mind, and Freedom's holy flame. 
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Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's sleep. 
Isles, that crown th' vEgean deep, 

Fields, that cool lliasus laves, 

Or where Meander's amber waves 
In lingering labyrinths creep. 

How do your tuneful echoes languish, 

Mute, but to ihe voice of anguish ! 
Where each old poetic mountain 

Inspiration breathed around ; 
Every shade and hallowed fountain 

Murmured deep a solemn sound : 
Till the sad Nile, in Greece's evil hour, 

Left their Parnassus for the Latian plains. 
Ahke they scorn the pomp of tyrant Power, 

And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 
When Latium had her lofty spirit lost. 
They sought, oh Albion I next thy sea-encircled coast. 

William Collins {1721-1759) was the son of a prosperous hatter in Chichester, 
where he was born on Christmas Day 1721. According to an early tradition, he 
attended the Prebendal School in Chichester. In 1733 he was sent to Winchester, as 
a scholar on the foundation, and remained there seven years, There was a great deal 
of poetical enthusiasm in the school during this period, and Collins began to write verses 
at twelve. His Persian Eclogues are said by ^\'arton to have been written when Collins 
was seventeen, that is to say, in 1738; they appeared anonymously in 1742. But mean- 
while, and before the boy left \\'inchester, 
some of his verses had been printed in the 
Cenfienian's Magazine. Collins was head of 
the school in 1740, and, after matriculating 
at Queen's College, Oxford, went to Magdalen 
College as a demy in 1741. At the Uni- 
versity he was "distinguished for genius and 
indolence"; he is understood to have left 
Oxford, rather abruptly, early in 1744. He 
went over to Flanders to be a soldier, but 
was told that he was " too indolent even for 
the army." He returned to London, and 
intended to enter upon holy orders, but 
was dissuaded from doing so by a wealthy 
tobacconist. It is plain that he was not fitted 
to devote himself to the labour involved by 
the adoption of any profession. He sold 

his property in Sussov, and " subsisted on WiUiam. couins 

the proceeds " in the leading coffee-houses ™™ "' "^'"'' 

of London until all his little fortune was dissipated. Dr. Johnson, who now made 
his acquaintance and liked him, said that "Collins had many projects in his 
head." None of them came to anything, and it is probable that the poet's irre- 
solution was already the consequence of mental disease. His Odes, a slender 
volume containing the most splendid of his productions, appeared in the winter 
of 1746-47. It was not bought, and Collins, in a fit of anger, burned the 
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remaining copies. After the death of Thomson, CoUins published, in June 1748, a. 
singularly beautiful monody on that event. In 1749, after having wasted all his 
substance, and tasted the bitterni;ss of poverty, Collins inherited from an uncle a 
sum of money " which," as Johnson says, " he could hardly think exhaustible, and 
which he did not live to exhaust." He withdrew to Chichester, where he wrote, in 
1750, his Ode on the Popular Superstitious of the Highlands, which was posthumously 
printed in 1 788. He also wrote an Ode on the Music of the Grecian Theatre, which has 
unhappily been lost. He now settled down to write a History of the Revival of 
Learning, but the malady which had long threatened him now definitely attacked him. 
Terrified by the overshadowing of his intellect, Collins closed his books and tried to 
forget his anxieties by travelling in France. Nothing, however, stayed the progress of 



Chicbnter CathedraJ in tfa« Eighteeiitb Ceatury 

the disease. His symptoms were originally those, not so much of madness, as of 
" general laxity and feebleness," but during a visit to Oxford in 1 754 the malady took 
a gloomier character. For the next five years he lingered at Chichester, under the 
care of his sister, hopelessly insane, hut with glimmerings of sanity, since in 1756 he 
corrected his early eclogues for republication in the following year. Towards the last, 
however, his condition became terrible, and he filled the cloisters of the cathedral with 
his shrieks and moanings. He died at Chichester on the 12th of June 1759. Gilbert 
White, who knew him at college, says that Collins was "of a light and clear com- 
plexion, with grey eyes, so very weak at times as hardly to bear a candle in the room." 
According to Johnson, " his morals were pure and his opinions pious." A few friends 
were much attached to him ; but it is evident from all tradition that the beautiful 
light of the genius of Collins burned within a very feeble and inefficient physical 
framework. 
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Collins' " Ode to Evening." 

If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 

May hope, chaste eve, to soothe thy modest ear, 

Like thy own solemn springs. 

Thy springs, and dying gales. 

O nymph reserved, while now the bright-haired sun 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed : 

Now air is hushed, save where the weak-eyed bat 
With short, shrill shriek, flits by on leathern wing ; 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen horn. 

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path. 
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum : 

Now teach me, maid composed. 

To breathe some softened strain, 

^Tiose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vale 
May, not unseemly, with its stillness suit. 

As, musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial loved return 1 

For when thy folding star arising shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 

The fragrant hours, and elves 

Who slept in flowers the day. 

And many a nymph who wreathes her brow with sedge 
And sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still. 

The pensive pleasures sweet 

Prepare thy shadowy car. 

Then lead, calm votaress, where some sheety lake 
Cheers the lone heath, or some time-hallowed pile, 

Or upland fallows grey 

Reflect its last cool gleam. 

But when chill blustering winds, or driving rain, 
Forbid my willing feet, be mine the hut. 

That from the mountain's side. 

Views wilds, and swelling floods. 

And hamlets brown, and dim-discovered spires ; 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

While spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest eve 1 

While summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy lingering light ; 
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While sallow autumn (ills thy lap wilh leaves j 
Or winter, yelling through the troublous air. 

Affrights ihy shrinking train, 

And rudely rends ihy roljes ; 

So long, sure-found beneath ihe sylvan shed, 
Shall fancy, friendship, science, rose-lipped health, 

Thy gentles! influence own. 

And hymn thy favourite name ! 

Mark Akenside (1711-1770) was the son of a butclier at Newcastle-on- 
Tyne, where he was boro on the 9th of November 1721. In his infancy his 
father's cleaver fell upon his foot, pro- 
ducing a lifelong lameness, of which 
he had afterwards the weakness to be 
ashamed, as a sign of his low birth. 
He showed an early precocity, and 
his Virtuoso (written in 1737) was the 
earliest poem in which the stanza of 
Spenser was revived. All Akenside's 
poetic work of merit belongs to his 
youth ; his Pleasures of Imagina/ion 
were published in 1744; his Odes in 
1745- Uy the age of five-and-twenly 
he was practically dead as a poet ; but 
he lived loiig afterwards as a highly 
successful doctor of medicine. From 
1759 onwards he was principal physi- 
cian to Christ's Hospital, and enjoyed 
all the honours of the medical profes- 
sion until his rather sudden death 
from fever on the z3rd of June 1770. 
H«rk Akenride Aktnside was a very arrogant man. 

AfitfthtFBriraitifA.Pond pompous, and devoid of all sense of 

humour ; " he looked as if he could 
never be undressed." I Ic wore a large white wig and carried a long sword ; he terrified 
the patiunts at the hospital by the severity of his "pale, strumous countenance." He 
was accused of ordering the out-patients to be swept from before him wit!i brooms by 
the hospital SL-rvants. He was, however, a learned and "sagacious" lecturer, and 
he preserved both in poetry and science a dignified austerity. 

Akknsiiie's "Oue on a Sermom acjainst Glory" (1747J. 
Come then, tell me, sage divine, 
Is it an offence to own 
Th^Lt our bosoms e'er incline 
Toward immortal Glory's throne ? 
For with me nor pomp nor pleasure, 
Bourbon's might, Bragania's treasure, 
So c:in Fancy's dream rejoice, 
So conciliate Reason's choice. 
As one approving word of her impartial voice. 
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If lo spurn at noble praise 
Be the passport to thy heaven. 
Follow thou those (floomy ways ; 
No such law 10 me was given : 
Nor, I trust, shall 1 deplore me, 
F"aring like my friends before me j 
Nor an holier place desire 
Than Timol eon's arms acquire, 
And Tully's curule chair, and Milton's golden lyre. 



Christ's Hospiul in the Eighteenth Century 

From 1740 to 1760 tlie Thomsonian and the Graian influences were pre- 
dominant. About the latter date there was a relapse into something of the 
old Jesuit precision. In Churchill and his companions, regardless of the 
more solemn and Latin satire which Johnson had been cultivating, a return 
was made to the lighter and more primitive forms which Pope had used. 
For a moment the sombre romantic school seemed swept out of existence, 
but the popularity of the savage couplets of Churchill was brief. All that 
was left of the reaction was soon seen in the modified classicism of Gold- 
smith, with its didactic couplets as smooth and as lucid as Pope's, its 
humanity and grace, its simplicity and picturesque sweetness. In the 
Deserted Village (1770) we have the old kind of starched poetry at its very 
best, and at its latest, since after Goldsmith the movement which had begun 
with Pope ceased to possess any real vitality. 

Charles Churchill (i73i-i764)was the son of a curate in Westminster, where hg 
was bom in February 1731. He was a riotous boy, and a youth who failed at both 
At the age of seventeen he made a reckless marriage, in 1753 he became 
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a curate in Somersetshire, and was ordained in 1756. 



Clutrlei Churchill 

J/Ur lie Par/rait fy }. S. C. Sihaak 
that would never produce good fruit, but only crabs. 
profuse, tart, and peevish verse of Churchill. 



He came up to London in 

1758, and his life became a 
tissue of rowdy irregularities. 
In 1 76 1 he published anony- 
mously the first of his poems. 
The Rosciad, a satire on the 
actors of his time. This 
enjoying an amazing success, 
Churchill flung his cassock 
to tiie winds, and adopted 
verse-writing as a profession. 
During the next three years 
he published an incredible 
number of violent personal 
satires, most of which were 
highly successful, since people 
"liked to see the bludgeon's 
dint, when Churchill wrote." 
He threw himself with vehe- 
mence into the cause of 
\\'ilkes, whom he followed to 
Boulogne-sur-Mer in October 
1764. Here he caught a 
fever, and died on the 4tli of 
November. In the hour of 
Churchill's highest popularity 
Johnson saw through him, 
and said that he was a tree 
The image admirably suits the 



The close of this central period of the eighteenth century was stilted and 
inefficient in poetry. The rigidity of the classical system, now outworn 
after the exercise of one hundred years and more, strangled thought and 
expression, and forced those who desired to write to use mere centos of 
earlier and freer masters. The elegiac school had lasted but a very few 
years; its successes are dated almost exclusively between 1742 and 1760. 
The new poetic feeling, however, never fell into complete desuetude, for at 
the very moment when Gray and Young were becoming silent, several new 
forces asserted themselves, all moving in the direction of reform in taste. 
Of these the earliest was the revelation, between 1760 and 1763, of the 
mysterious paraphrases of Ossian ; in 1765 Bishop Percy issued his Reliques 
of primitive English poetry ; in 1770 the untimely death of Chatterton 
revealed an extraordinary genius of a novel kind ; and from 1777 onwards 
Thomas Warton, in his History of English Poetry, was recalling readers to 
masterpieces of art and passion that were not bound down to the rules nor 
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dwarfed by the classical tradition. Of all these elements the least genuine 
was undoubtedly the first mentioned, but it is equally certain that it was the 
strongest. The vogue of Ossian through all Europe became immense ; no 
real British writer, not Shakespeare himself, enjoyed the respect of Europe 
so universally as the shadowy Ossian did at the close of the eighteenth 
century. Critics of high position gravely discussed the relative magnitude of 
Homer and of the author of Fingal^ and by no means invariably gave the 
crown to the Greek. The key to the extraordinary success of these Cale- 
donian forgeries is, that they boldly offered to release the spirit of Europe 
from its pedagogic bondage. No one, not even Goethe, was anxious to 
inquire too closely concerning the authority of fragments which professed to 
come to us from an extreme antiquity, tinged with moonlight and melancholy, 
exempt from all attention to the strained rules and laws of composition, dimly 
primitive and pathetically vague, full of all kinds of plaintive and lyrical 
suggestiveness. When Napoleon in 1804 desired to give the highest possible 
praise to a new, modern, brilliantly emancipated, literary production, he 
could find no better epithet for it than "vraiment Ossianique." And this 
suggests in what light we have to regard MacPherson's forgeries, so irritating 
to our cultivated taste in their bombastic pretentiousness. It was not what 
they were that fascinated Europe, it was what they suggested, and the 
product is what we read in Goethe, Byron, Chateaubriand. 

From Goldsmith's "Deserted Village." 

Sweet was the sound, when oft at evening^s close 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ; 
There, as I past with careless steps and slow, 
The mingling notes came softened from below ; 
The swain responsive as the milkmaid sung, 
The sober herd that lowed to meet their young ; 
The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playful children just let loose from school ; 
The watchdog's voice that bayed the whispering wind, 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind ; 
There all in sweet confusion sought the shade, 
And filled each pause the nightingale had made. 

But now the sounds of population fail, 
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 
No busy steps the grass-grown footway tread, 
For all the bloomy flush of life is fled. 
All but yon widowed, solitary thing, 
That feebly bends beside the plashy spring ; 
She, wretched matron, forced in age, for bread. 
To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread, 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 
To seek her nightly shed, and weep till mom ; 
She only left of all the harmless train, 
The sad historian of the pensive plain. 
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Thomas Chatterton {1752-1770) was the posthumous son of a writing-master 
and " sub-chaunter " in Bristol, where he was born, in extremely indigent circumstances, 
on the aolh of November 1752. His mother kept a small dame's school, close to the 
church of St. Mary Redcliffe. Curiously 
enough, although Chatterton was to 
become the very type of precocious 
maturity, while a httle child he was dull 
and backward ; he could scarcely be 
taught his letters, and "a fear was 
aroused that he was deficient in intellect" 
At the age of eight a sudden change 
took place, and he began lo read from 
morning to night ; in this year, 1760, he 
became a scholar at Colston's Hospital, 
the Blue-Coat School of Bristol. Here 
Chatterton remained for seven years, 
forming few friendships, living apart 
from the other boys, and cultivating in 
the great church of St. Mary — "that 
wonder of mansions," as he called it 
— a passion for all the neglected arts 
of the Middle Ages. In his mother's 
house were various mediieval parch- 
Thomai Chatterton ,„enls without value, which had been 

Fromll,.a«l>.^nlu:F<>rlrailUDir-s"Li/icfChatlertcH" stolen from the church, and others were 
left carelessly within his reach. It is not known exactly at what date he began to hoard 
these documents, to puule over their writing, and then to imitate it. Quite in early boy- 
hood, however, he had created a group of imaginary fifteenth- century figures, clustered 
around a Thomas Rowley, priest and poet, and a \\'illiam Canynge, merchant of 
Bristol. In illustration of the adventures of these dream-personages, Chatterton began 
to write prose and poetry in what he believed to be Early or Middle English. Extra- 
ordinary as it seems, there is no doubt that a great part of this complicated design had 
taken shape in his brain, without help or suggestion from a single associate, before 
Chatterton was eleven years of age. He was not twelve when he showed the MS. 
of his eclogue of Elinour and Juga to a friend. Not until 1767, however, did he 
begin to circulate his forgeries among adult persons, professing that he had found these 
writings in the muniment room of St. Mary Redcliffe. They were accepted by the 
antiquaries of Bristol with greedy credulity, and Chatterton continued to produce more 
and more " Rowley " papers. The best of these belong to the year 1768, when the 
poet was between fifteen and sixteen. He sent some copies, however, to Horace 
Walpole, who submitted them to Gray, and Gray instantly pronounced them forgeries. 
In 1769 the resdess and unhappy boy formed the design of coming up to London to 
try his fortune as a journalist. He had been apprenticed in 1767 to an attorney, but 
he got his indentures cancelled, and in April 1770 he arrived in town. At first he 
obtained a little ill-paid work as a political writer, but the death of Beckford in June 
closed this source of revenue. He now produced a very lively burletta, The HeJ'enge, 
for which he received five guineas, but these were soon exhausted. He found himself 
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A page fiom the Rowley Forgeriea 
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alone, face to face with starvation, and to end his intolerable miseries he drank arsenic 
on the night of the 24th of August 1770, being seventeen years and ten months of 
age, and the most extraordinary genius of his years whom the world has ever seen. 

From Chatterton's "-^lla,** 

First Minstrel. 

The budding floweret blushes at the light : 

The meads are sprinkled with the yellow hue , 
In daisied mantles is the mountain dight ; 

The slim young cowslip bendeth with the dew ; 
The trees enleaf^d into heaven straught, 
When gentle winds do blow, to whistling din are brought 

The evening comes and brings the dew along ; 

The ruddy welkin sheeneth to the eyne ; 
Around the ale-stake minstrels sing the song ; 

Young ivy round the doorpost doth entwine ; 
I lay me on the grass ; yet to my will, 
Albeit all is fair, there lacketh something stilL 

Second Minstrel. 

So Adam thought, what time, in Paradise, 

All heaven and earth did homage to his mind. 
In woman and none else man's pleasaunce lies, 

As instruments of joy are kind with kind. 
Go, take a wife unto thine arms, and see, 
Winter and dusky hills will have a charm for thee 

Third Minstrel. 

When Autumn stript and sunburnt doth appear 

With his gold hand gilding the fallen leaf. 
Bringing up Winter to fulfil the year, 

Bearing upon his back the ripened sheaf ; 
When all the hills with woody seed are white ; 
When levin-fires and gleams do meet from far the sight ; — 

When the fair apples, red as even-sky, 

Do bend the tree unto the fruitful ground ; 
When juicy pears and berries of black dye 

Do dance in air and call the eyes around ; 
Then, be it evening foul or evening fair, 
Methinks my joy of heart is shadowed with some care. 



There was no conscious rebellion against fashion in the sentimental William 
Shenstone (17 14-1 763), yet his artifice and graces were links in the transition of style. 
He is remembered for the fantastic little estate of Leasowes, in Salop, where he devoted 
the whole of his leisure in dreams of how best " to diversify his surface, to entangle his 
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walks, and to wind his waters." The smoothness and the sentimentality of the eighteenth 
century reach their acme in Shenstone, to whom 
his own words may be applied : — 

'Tis his with mock passion to glow, 
'Tis his in smooth tales to unfold 

How her face is as bright as the snow. 
And her bosom, be sure, is as cold ; 

How the nightingales labour the strain. 
With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 

How they vary their accents in vain, 
Repine at her triumphs, and die. 

Shenstone's most ambitious poem, The School- 
mistress, appeared in 1742; the Pastoral Ballad 
(from which two stanzas have just been quoted) 
in 1743. He died at the Leasowes, of a fever, 
on the nth of February 1763. A figure of a 
totally different kind was Christopher Smart (1722-1770), in whose case Uie painful 
discipline of the age was loosened by nothing less than mental disease. He was bom 
at Shipbourne on April 11, 1722, and at the age of seventeen became a scholar of 
Pembroke College. He was later a fellow, and held several college offices, but became 
increasingly unbearable, until, in 1751, he "set out for Bedlam." This was the earliest 
of many attacks of insanity, in the course of one of which (about 1762) Johnson visited 
him and prayed with him. It was in the asylum that Smart wrote his Song to Daviii, 
which was published in 1763; this extraordinary production is his one claim to 
immortality. It is incoherent, vague and distracted, but it is full of astonishing 
audacities and beauties; of which these are 
examples taken almost at randon) : — 

The wealthy crops of whitening rice 
'Mongst ihyine woods and groves of spice 

For Adoration grow ; 
And marshaird in the fencM land. 
The peaches and pomegranates stand. 

Where wild carnations blow. 

For Adoration ripening canes, 
And coco's purest milk detains 

The western pilgrim's staff ; 
Where rain in clasping boughs incios'd. 
And vines with oranges dispos'd. 

Embower the social laugh. 

For Adoration, without match. 
The scholar bulliinch aims to catch 

The soft flute's ivory touch ; 
And crele.. on the ted .pray, Ch™»ph« Sm/>rt 

The danng redbreast keeps at bay 

The damsel's greedy clutch. '*/'"'■' ^'"-'™"' h Old Cnme 

Two disinterested lovers of our old neglected poetry, who did much to revive the 
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knowledge of it, were Percy and Warton. 



Thomia Percf 

Afttr Ot Portrait by Sirjoikua Rryiioldi 

Winchester, and editor of Pope. Thomas ■ 
from 1785 to the time of his dealh, but 
he is best remembered in connection 
with the History of English Poetry, 
on which he was occupied for man)- 
years. This was not completed ; 
the last instalment appeared in 1781, 
with the promise of a final v()lumc 
which was never issued. Both the 
Wartons and Percy were intimate with 
Dr. J<)iinson, and formed part of his 



Dr. Thomas Percy (1729-1811) was 
bom at Bridgenorth on the 
13th of April 1729. He was 
educated at Christ Church, 
Oxford, and from boyhood 
was destined for the Church. 
He became Dean of Carlisle, 
and for the last thirty years 
of his life was Bishop of 
Dromore. He dabbled early 
in Chinese and Icelandic, but 
soon settled down to the study 
of Early English. His famous 
Reliques of Ancient English 
Poetry appeared in three vol- 
umes in 1765, and was a 
considerable factor in the de- 
velopment of taste. Thomas 
Warton ( 1 7 zS-i 790) was also 
a clergyman, but of a more 
academic type. He belonged 
to a family of poets and anti- 
quaries, and was the son of an 
Oxford professor of poetry of 
the same name (1687-1745). 
His brother was Joseph ^\'art on 
{1712-1800), headmaster of 

frote much in verse, and was poet-laureate 



James MacPherson (1736- 
1796), with whose name that of Ossian 
is inevitably connected, was a High- 
lander, who was born at Kingussie on 
the 27th of October 1736. He was 
educated at his parish school and at 
Aberdeen, perhaps at Edinburgh also ; 
he came north again to be a school- 
master at Ruthven. There can be no 
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reasonable doubt that he did collect genuine snatches of ancient Gaelic song, and that 
he was encouraged by several cultivated friends to travel through the Highlands in 
1759 in search of more. In 1 760 he printed anonymously his Fragments of Ancient 
Gaelic Poetry, and in 1761 an epic, in six books, called Fmgal, which he professed to 
have translated from Ossian. To this day it is undecided what were the exact 
materials which MacPherson used. Neither in the cases mentioned, nor in that of 
his Temera (1763), could he be induced to display his Gaelic originals. This led to 
his being accused of sheer forgery, and Dr. Johnson openly chained him with im- 
posture. He replied that he copied the poetry of Ossian " from old MSS.,'' but these 
he obstinately declined to pro- 
duce. Johnson declared the 
whole thing to be "another 
proof of Scotch conspiracy 
in national falsehood." But 
modem criticism has not dis- 
missed the matter with such 
high-handedness. It is now 
certain that Gaelic poetry attri- 
buted to or connected with 
Ossian or Oisin had been 
known in the Highlands of 
Scotland since the sixteenth 
century, and it is further cer- 
tain that some of MacPherson's 
"translations" coincide with 
genuine Gaelic tradition. The 
original text, as it was called, 
of Ossian's poems, never forth- 
coming in MacPherson's life, 
was at last published in 1818, 
but it only made the darkness 
denser, for in large measure 
it was found to consist of 
MacPherson translated back J*°" MkPImmoii 

J „ , . ■.. J -V'"" "" Porlrail by Sir feshua Beynoldt 

mto modern Gaelic, with ad- ' 

mixture of fr^ments which were probably genuine and of considerable antiquity. 
It has been noted that in authentic Celtic romance the two cycles, the Fennian and 
the Ossianic, are never mingled, but that this is incessantly done by MacPherson. On 
the whole, it is probable that MacPherson was in possession, not indeed of MSS., 
but of copious fragments orally preserved, that he did not choose to admit their 
incoherency, and that he set himself to build around them a fictitious "epical" 
nanadve, counting upon the credulity of his readers. Having once started this partial 
deception, he could never venture to withdraw his broad statements, and he descended 
to the grave under the stigma of forgery and falsehood. If he had been content to 
tell the plain truth, the great value of his paraphrases and expansions would have 
been more freely acknowledged, and Dr. Johnson need not have provided him- 
self with " a stout oaken plant," nor have spoken of " the menaces of a ruffian." 
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MacPherson continued to lead an adventurous life, but added nothing more of value to 
literature. He took advantage of appointments m Florida and India to amass a com- 
fortable fortune, and for sixteen years he was M.P, for Camelford, in Cornwall. He died at 
Badenoch, an estate which he had bought in his native county of Inverness-shire, on the 
17th of February 1796, and was buried — marvellous to relate — in Westminster Abbey. 

The leading incidents of his 
life have until quite lately 
remained obscure, for Mac- 
Pherson was one of those 
men who love mystery for its 
own sake. 

Fkom "Fingal." 
Son of the chief of gene- 
rous steeds ! high ■bounding' 
king of sfiears. Strong arm 
in ever)' perilous toil. Hard 
heart that never yields. Chief 
of the pointed anns of death. 
Cut down the foe ; let no 
while sail bound round dark 
Inistore. Be ihine arm like 
thunder. Thine eyes like fire, 
thy heart of solid rock. Whirl 
round thy sword as a meteor 
at night, and lift thy shield 
like the flame of death. Son 
of the chief of generous 
steeds, cut down the foe ; 
destroy. — The hero's heart 
beat high. Dut Swaran came 
with battle. He cleft the 
shield of Gaul in twain ; and 
the sons of Ihe desart fled. 
Now Fingal arose in his 
Title-ptge of First Edition of "FiDgil" might, and thrice he reared 

his voice. Cromla answered 
around, and the sons. of the desart stood still. — They bent their red faces to earth, 
ashamed at the presence of Fingal. He came like a cloud of rain in the days of the sun, 
when slow it rolls on the hill, and fields expect ihe shower. Swaran beheld the terrible 
king of Morven, and stopped in the midst of his course. Dark he leaned on his spear, 
rolling his red eyes around. Silent and tall he seemed as an oak on ihe banks of Lubar, 
which had its branches blasted of old by the lightning of heaven. — It bends over the stream, 
and the gray moss whistles in the wind : so stood Ihe king. His thousands pour around 
the hero, and the darkness of battle gathers on the hill. 

The greatest literary discovery, however, of the middle of the eighteenth 
centiiry was the novel. In late years criticism has dwelt more and more 
seriously on the position of those who practically created the most entertain- 
ing and the most versatile of all the sections of modern literature. With due 
respect to the writers of fiction from the sixteenth century down to Defoe 
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and Marivaux, it was in the year 1740 that the European novel, as we 
understand it, began to exist. The final decay of the theatre led to the 
craving on the part of EngUsh readers for an amusement which should be to 
them what the seeing of comedies had been to their parents, and of tragedies 
to their grand- parents. The didactic plays of such writers as Lillo, who lived 
until 1739, were practically the latest amusements of the old school of play- 
goers, who were weary of drama, weary of the old pompous heroic story, 
of chronicles of pseud- 
Atalantic scandal, of the 
debased picaresque ro- 
mance. Something en- 
tirely new was wanted to 
amuse the jaded mind of 
Europe, and that new 
thing was invented by 
the fat little printer of 
Salisbury Court. Samuel 
Richardson conceived 
what Taine has called the 
"roman anti-romanesque," 
the novel which dealt 
entirely with a realistic 
study of the human heart 
set in a frame of contem- 
porary middle-clas^ man- 
ners, not in any way 
touched up or heightened, 
but depending for the in- 
terest it excited solely on 
its appeal to man's interest 
in the mirrored face of 
man. 

It was a particularly 
fortunate thing that in 
this far-spreading work of 
Richardson's he was accompanied by several writers who were almost his 
coevals, who were not subjugated by his prestige, but each of whom pushed 
on the same important reform in a province peculiarly favourable to 
himself. In considering the first great blossoming of the English novel, 
we find that a single quarter of a century included all the great novels of 
the age, and that Richardson was neither imitated nor over-shadowed, 
but supported by such wholly original fellow-labourers as Fielding, Smollett, 
Sterne, and Goldsmith. Each of our first five novelists presented a gift of 
his own to the new-born infant, prose fiction, and we must now consider 
what these gifts were. 

VOL. III. u 
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What was Richardson's addition lo literature may be described in a 
condensed form as a combination of art in the progress of a narrative, force 
in the evolution of pathos, and morality founded upon a profound study of 
conduct. Of the group, he was the one who wrote least correctly ; Richardson, 
as a pure man of letters, is the inferior, not merely of Fielding and Sterne, 
but of Smollett. He knows no form but the tedious and imperfect artifice 
of a series of letters. He is often 
without distinction, always without 
elegance and wit ; he is pedantic, 
careless, profuse ; he seems to write 
for hours and hours, his wig thrown 
over the back of a chair, his stock 
ings down at heel. But the acci- 
dents of his life and temperament 
had inducted him into an extra- 
ordinary knowledge of the female 
heart ; while his imagination per- 
mitted him to clothe the common- 
pkice reflections of very ordinary 
people in fascinating robes of simple 
fancy. He was slow of speech and 
lengthy, but he had a mayic gift 
which obliged every one to listen 
to him. 

The minuteness of Richardson's 
observations of common life added 
extremely to the pleasure which his 
novels gave to readers weary of the 

... ■_ ^ V e^ ^1. J 1 ..fi ■ 1. vamieness, the empty fustian of the 

lUustratton by Stouud to "Clanssa" " ' '^ ■' 

heroic romances. His pages ap- 
pealed to the instinct in the human mind which delights to be told over again, 
and told in scrupulous detail, that which it knows already. His readers, 
encouraged by his almost oily partiality for the moral conventions, gave 
themselves up to him without suspicion, and enjoyed each little triviality, 
each coarse touch of life, each prosaic circumstance, with perfect gusto, 
sure that, however vulgar they might be, they would lead up to the triumph 
of virtue. What these readers were really assisting at was the triumph of 
anti-romantic realism. 

Samuel Richardson (16S9-1761) was the son of a London joiner, who, though 
"a quiet and inoffensive man," thought it wise, after expressing sympathy with the 
cause of Monmouth, to retire to Derbyshire, where, at a place and exact date 
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1 son Samuel was born in 1689. As a little boy he was very grave 
and earnest, preferr«i the society of women, and, characteristically, earned his first 
money by composing letters for people who could not write for themselves. His 
father was too poor to give him the necessary education to study for the Church, which 
was his obvious career. Throughout his life Richardson suffered from the in- 
sufficiency of his early training. In 1706 he was apprenticed to a printer in London, 
was a long while serving as a diligent compositor and press corrector, and 
finally, in 1719, was able to start in 
business for himself in Fleet Street, 
and then in Salisbury Court. Sjieaker 
Onslow employed him to print the 
Journals of the House of Commons. 
He slowly prospered, and indulged 
in a handsome brick house at North 
End, Fulham. Meanwhile, in 1739, 
some publishers, conscious of his episto- 
lary facility, persuaded him to compose 
a collection of Familiar Letters, to be 
issued as a guide to the illiterate. He 
undertook this task, presently bethought 
him of a chain of incidents and a moral 
purpose, and in 1740-41 produced, in 
four volumes, and as a separate work, 
what is usually called the first English 
novel of manners, Pamela; or, Virtue 
Rewarded. This work, or at least the 
earlier instalment of it, enjoyed a great 
popularity, but Richardson was slow 
in following it up. His next book, 
Clarissa ; or. The History of a Young 
Lady, did not apjwar until 1747-48, 

and of this novel, a production vastly lUuitration by Stothard to "Clarissa" 

superior in conception and execution to 

Pamela, the success was extraordinary. The strangest legends are on record to exemplify 
the hysterical anxiety with which most women and some men followed the slowly 
developed fortunes of so much " merit and innocence and beauty." A still more 
complicated study of modern life followed in 1754 in the shape of the adventures of 
the incomparable -V/V Charles Grandison. This was the apogee of Richards<in's 
career. Extremely famous, and the centre of a choir of adoring women, he slackened 
the activity of his business, was elected Master of the Stationers' Company, and 
moved to a house at Parson's Green. He wrote no more books, but continued to 
attend in a measure to his business as a printer, and rebuilt his premises at Salisbury 
Court on a handsomer scale. He died of apoplexy, with which he had long been 
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threatened, on the 4th of July 1761, in London, There was little external incident in 
this decorous and prosperous life. Richardson was married twice and had twelve 
children, so many of whom died early that by 1741 his nerves — he suffered "eleven 
affecting deaths in two years" — had become permanently injured by the constant strain 
on his emotions. All through middle life he was the victim of " sudden startings and 

dizziness," which made him extremely 

solicitous to avoid excitement. He 
has left, in one of his letters, a de- 
scription of his person, so close and 
evidently faithful, that it enables us to 
reconstruct with exactitude the short, 
plump, ruddy printer, with his im- 
portant manner, his grey eye "always 
on the ladies," toddling about among 
"the very large hoops" of his admirers 
with an expression "as if he would 
be thought wise, but perhaps the sillier 
for that." Richardson had some weak- 
nesses ; in particular, his vanity was 
great, and unfortunately it led him 
easily to tiie detraction of his con- 
temporaries. He was "very shy of 
obtruding himself on persons of con- 
dition,' to whose company I^dy Mary 
Wortley Montagu unkindly says that 
he was never admitted, but he watched 
their movements closely out of his 
keen, down-looking eyes. In that 
age, when successful authors easily 
took the fashionable world by storm, 
Kichardson remained a tradesman. He was happiest wiih his pen in his hand, 
writing long epistles to his "dearest ladies," the younger of whom became at last 
so numerous that they called him in return iheir "dear papa." Of his correspondents 
the most enthusiastic and the most voluminous was a certain I^dy Bradshaigh, to 
whom we owe much of our knowledge of the excellent little moralist. It should be 
pointed out that in each of his novels Richardson employs the form of letters, the only 
one in which he was at ease, for the evolution of his story. 



Illustration by Stothard to "Clarissa" 



From "Clarissa." 
ending the afflicted parents ir 



n effort they made to see the 



I am just returned froi 

corpse of their beloved child. They had requested my company, and thai of the good 
Mrs. Norton. A last leave, tlie Mother said, she must take. 

An e^o^/, however, it was, and no more. The moment they came in sight of the coftin, 
before the lid could be put aside : " O my dear," said the Father, retreating, " I cannot, 
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I find I cannot, bear it ! Had I~Had I— Had I never been hard-hearted ! " Then 
turning round to his Lady, he had but just lime to catch her in his arms, and prevent her 
sinking on the floor. " O my dearest life ! " said he, " this is loo much ! too much indeed ! 
Let us, let us retire." Mrs. Norton, who (attracted by the awful receptacle) had but just 
left the good lady, hastened lo her. " Dear, dear woman !" cried the unhappy parent, 
flinging her arms about her neck ; " bear me, bear me, hence ! O my child, my child ! My 
own Clarissa Harlowe ! Thou pride of 
my life so lately ! Never, never more 
must 1 behold thee ! " 

1 supported the unhappy father, 
Mrs. Norton the sinking mother, into 
the next parlour. She threw herself 
on a settee there, he into an elbow- 
chair by her ; the good woman at her 
feet, her arms clasped round her 
waist. The two mothers, as 1 may 
call them, of my beloved cousin, thus 
tenderl)' engaged. What a variety of 
distress in these woful scenes 1 

Very different in kind, though 
of equal value to literature, is the 
gift to his generation of Henry 
Fielding, whose Joseph Andrezvs 
in 1742 succeeds so oddly to the 
Pamela of 1740-41. He also set 
out to copy human nature faith- 
fully and minutely, but his view 
of life was more eclectic than that 
of Richardson. A much greater 
writer, in his own virile way one 
of the most skilful of all manipu- 
lators of English, he is saved by 
his wider learning and experience 
from the banality of Richardson. As Sir I^slie Stephen has well said, 
Fielding, more than any other writer, gives the very form and pressure 
of the eighteenth century. He is without the sensibility of Richardson, 
which he disdained ; his observation of tlie movements of the heart is 
more superficial; he cannot probe so deeply into the fluctuating thoughts 
of woman. He has the defects of too great physical health ; he is 
impatient of the half-lights of character, of nervous impressionability. 
He can spare few tears over Clarissa, and none at all over Clementina ; 
he laughs in the sunshine with Ariosto. He also is a moralist, but of 
quite another class than Richardson ; he is pitiful of the frailties of 
instinct, sorry for those who fall from excess of strength. Hence, while 
Richardson starts the cloistered novel of psychology, of febrile analysis, 
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Fielding takes a manlier note, and deals with conduct from its more 

adventurous side. 

The various qualities of Fielding are seen to successive advantage in 
Joseph Andrews with its 
profuse humour, m Jonathan 
jr/Zi/with its cynical irony, 
in Amelia with ils tenderness 
and sentiment ; but it is in 
Tom Jones that the full force 
of the novelist is revealed. 
This was the first attempt 
made by any writer to depict 
in its fulness the life of a 
normal man, without help 
from extraordinary condi- 
tions or events, without any 
other appeal to the reader 
Richardson'* Dining-room at the Graa^e t^^^n that made simply to 

Fulbam his interest in a mirror of 

his own affections, frailties, 

hopes, and passions. Fielding in each of his works, but in Tovi Jonrs pre- 



Richordson reading the MS. of "Sir Charles Grandison" to hia friends 

From an original Drawing bf Miis Highmon 

eminently, is above all things candid and good-humoured. He is a lover 
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of morals, but he likes them to be sincere ; he has no palliation for their 
rancid varieties. He has his eye always on conduct; he is keen to observe 
not what a man pretends or protests, but what he does, and this he records 
to us, sometimes with scant respect for our susceptibilities. But it has been 
a magnihcent advantage for English fiction to have near the head of it a 
writer so vigorous, so virile, so devoid of every species of affectation and 
hypocrisy. In all the best of our later novelists there has been visible a strain 
of sincere manliness which comes down to them in direct descent from Fielding, 
and which it would be a thousand pities for English fiction to relinquish. 



The Tomb of Henrr Fielding; at Lisbon 

Henry Fielding: {^T>7-^754) was the eldest of the five children of Lieutenant 
Edmund Fielding and his wife Sarah Gould, of East Stour, in Dorsetshire; the 
novelist was born on the 2znd of April 1707, at Sharpham Park, the house of his 
grandfather. Sir Henry Gould. The family resided at East Stour until Henry Fielding 
was eleven ; he went up to Eton, and is said to have left that school to proceed 
directly to Leyden to study law under " the learned Vitriarius " in 1716. Returning 
to London in 1728, he endeavoured to support himself by writing for the theatres, in 
which he was encouraged by his celebrated kinswoman, l^dy Mary Wort ley Montagu. He 
produced a large number of burlesques and farces, some of which (in particular Tom 
Thumb, afterwards The Tragedy of TragtiHes, in 1 730) enjoyed considerable success ; 
but the plays of Fielding were most of them slight and flimsy, and he did not make 
them his r^ular employment after 1737. In the spring of 1735 F'ielding married 
Miss Charlotte Cradock of Salisbury, a lady whose mental and physical characteristics, 
idealised by her lover's fancy, reappear in the portraits of Sophia \Vesteni and of Amelia ; 
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he had known her for many years. For a short time he kept house at East Stour with 
splendid extravagance, and then, " having entirely devoured a little patrimony," came 
up to London again. The Licensing Act of 1737 put difficulties in the way of 
his dramatic projects which he found insuperable, and he dropped his puppet-shows 
for the study of the law, supporting himself in the meantime by journalism. Fielding 
now for a while worked hard at his profession, and we are told that he assiduously 
attended the Wiltshire sessions. The success of Richardson^s Pamela in 1740 drew 
his attention to the possibility of parodying that tale of female virtue rewarded, in a 

parallel tale of no less consummate masculine 
virtue, and Joseph Andreivs was the result in 
1742. Richardson was excessively angry, and 
for the remainder of Fielding's life continued to 
be his detractor. Fielding now recommenced 
for a while his career as dramatist with much 
activity, but with little or no success ; the latest 
of all his plays, of which nearly thirty have 
^ survived, was The Wedding Day of 1743. Later 

in the same year Fielding collected in three 
jT Q \j pj ^/ \j J JlJ Qj volumes his Miscellanies^ consisting of poems, 

plays, essays, A Journey from this World to the 

, Next^ and — most important of all — the sinister 

In SIX VOLUMES. romance o{ Mr, Jonathan Wild^ which occupied 

" the whole of the third volume; this had pro- 
By HENRY FIELDING^ Eiqi bably been written earlier than Joseph Andrews, 

It was the pretended biography of a notorious 
rogue who had been hanged at Tyburn twenty 
years before. The biographers of Fielding have 
been unable to follow his career during the 
next six years. It is thought that his admir- 
able wife died towards the close of 1743, and 
we are told that "the fortitude with which 
he met all the other calamities of life deserted 
him on this most trying occasion." He married 
again, after four years of widowhood ; his 
second wife, "an excellent creature," had been his first wife's maid, and his only 
associate when her loss had left him broken-hearted. Fielding is faintly traced in 
many parts of town and country through these years, and it is thought that the 
Duke of Bedford and Lord Lyttelton were among those friends whose good-nature 
enabled him to survive. At last, in the closing days of 1748, he was appointed a 
Justice of the Peace for Westminster, and his worst financial difficulties were over. 
During his retirement Fielding had been writing a novel, which was by this time com- 
plete; it was published in February 1749 as The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling, 
He had been paid the relatively large price of ^^700 for this book before it had been 
published three months; it was universally read and widely imitated at home and 
abroad. Fielding was now settled in a house in Bow Street, which was to be his home 
almost to the last. He was eminently zealous and successful as a magistrate, and set him- 
self to check the lawlessness which had invaded the streets of London. In the winter 
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of 1 749 he was dangerously ill with an unusually severe attack of the gout, and though he 
recovered, he was probably never quite well again ; in 1751 he seemed to Hurd "a 
poor, emaciated, worn-out rake, whose gout and infirmities have got the better even of 
his buffoonery," though Fielding was at that date only forty-four. He was now writing 
his novel oi Amelia, which was published late in 1751. Fielding attempted to return 
to journalism, and edited The Covent Garden Journal for a few months, under the 
pseudonym of Sir Alexander Drawcansir, 
In 1753 he, like the rest of England, 
was deeply excited over the case of the 
mysterious disappearance of Elizabeth 
Canning, who professed to have been 
kidtiajiped by gipsies. Fielding entered 
into this queer business with extreme 
gusto, and the latest work he published 
is a favourable exposition of Betty 
Canning's case. But Fielding was now 
very ill, and his condition was made 
worse by his persistence in slaying in 
town to break up a notorious gang of 
cut-throats who were infesting London. 
When at last he got away to Bath, his 
health " was reduced to the last ex- 
tremity." Hedragged miserably through 
a very severe winrer, and spent part of 
the following spring at Fordhook, near 
Ealing, where he had a little house. 
Bui the doctors insisted on a warmer 
climate, and in June 1754 Fielding 
started for Lisbon. In \\\% Journal of 
a Voyage to Lisbon {xiii)^^ ^^ given 
particulars of the adventures and incon- 
veniences of this expedition, which he 
endured with philosophy and courage. 

He died at Lisbon on the 8th of October 
lUuatration by Michael Annlo Rooker to ,_. j ,■ u ■ j ■ .l i- i- 1. 

cemetery, 1 he reckless generosity and 
sanguine improvidenic of Fielding were shocking to the morali.sts of his own time, 
and there can be no cjucslion thai he had something of the wildness of Tom Jones 
in his youth. But he was a man of elevated and tender feeling, quixotically 
courageous, full of lo\'e for his fellow-beings, and always ready to share his last 
guinea with a poorer man than himself. Mr. Austin Dobson's close examination 
of the incidents of his somewhat shadowy career has much lessened the scandal with 
which Fielding's name used to be accompanied. 
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From "Tom Jones." 

The Gothic style of building could produce nothing nobler than Mr. AUworth/s 
house. There was an air of grandeur in it that struck you with awe, and rivalled the 
beauties of the best Grecian architecture ; and it was as commodious within as venerable 
without. 

It stood on the south-east side of a hill, but nearer the bottom than the top of it, so as 
to be sheltered from the north-east by a grove of old oaks, which rose above it in a gradual 
ascent of near half a mile, and yet high enough to enjoy a inost charming prospect of the 
valley Ireneath. 

In the midst of the grove was a fine lawn, sloping down towards the house, near the 
summit of which rose a plentiful spring, gushing out of a rock covered with firs, and forming 
a constant cascade of about thirty feet, not 
carried down a regular flight of steps, but 
tumbling in a natural fall over the broken and 
mossy stones, till it came to the bottom of 
the rock ; then running off in a pebbly 
channel, that with many lesser falls winded 
along, till it fell into a lake at the foot of 
the hill, about a quarter of a miie below the 
house on the south side, and which was seen 
from every room in the front. Out of iliis 
lake, which filled the centre of a beautiful 
plain, embellished with groups of l>cccbes and 
elms, and fed with sheep, issued a river, 
that, for several miles, was seen to meander 
through an amaiing variety of meadows and 
woods, till it emptied itself into the sea ; 
with a \arge arm of which, and an island 
beyond it, the prospect was closed. 



lUustratioa bj T. Hulett to 
"Joseph Andrews" 



From "The Journal of a Voyage 
TO Lisbon," 

.\ most tragical incident fell out this day 
at sea. While the ship was under sail, but 
making as will appear no great way, a kitten, 
one of four of the feline inhabitants of the 
cabin, fell from the window into the water ; an 
alarm was immediately given to the captain, 
who was then upon deck, and received it with 
the utmost concern and many bitter oaihs. 

He immediately gave orders to the steersman in favour o( the poor thing, as he 
called it; the sails were instantly slackened, and all hands, as the phrase is, employed 
to recover the poor animal. 1 was, I own, extremely surprised at all this ; less 
indeed at the captain's extreme tenderness than at his conceiving any possibility of 
success ; for if puss had had nine thousand instead of nine lives, I concluded they 
had been all lost. The boatswain, however, had more sanguine hopes, for, having 
stript himself of his jacket, breeches, and shirt, he leapt boldly into the water, and 
to my great astonishment in a few minutes returned to the ship, bearing the motionless 
animal in his mouth. 
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Sarah Fielding^ (1710-1768), sister of the more celebrated novelist, vras bom at 
East Slour on the 8lh of November 1710, Her first and best novel, The Adventures 
of David Simple, 1744, appeared anonymously, and was attributed to the author of 
Joseph Audrews, who contributed an interesting preface to the second edition of his 
sister's book. She was living in lodgings with him during the composition of Tom 
Jones, and when he married again she withdrew to Bath, where she became a prominent 
figure in society until her death in 1768. She wrote The Governess, 1749, and other 
works of didactic entertainment ; but David Simple, composed in the company and 
possibly at the suggestion of her illustrious brother, is her only production of merit. 



IIIustratioD b<r Rowlandion to "Tom Jones" 

By Laurence Sterxe the course of fiction was reversed a little u-ay 
low:irds Addison and Steele in the two incomparable books which are his 
legacy to English literature. We call Tristram Shandy and A Sentimental 
Journey novels, beauise we know not what else to call them ; nor is it 
easy to define their fugitive and rare originality. Sterne was not a moralist 
in the mode of Richardson or of Fielding; it is to be feared that he was a 
complete ethical heretic ; but he brought to his country as gifts the strained 
laughter that breaks into tears, and the melancholy wit that saves itself by an 
outburst of buffoonery. He introduced into the coarse and heavy life of the 
eighteenth century elements of daintiness, of persiflage, of moral versatility ; 
he prided himself on the reader's powerlessness to conjecture what was 
coming next. A French critic compared Sterne, most felicitously, to one of 
the little bronze satyrs of antiquity in whose hollow bodies exquisite odours 
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were stored. He was carried away by the tumult of liis nerves, and it became 
a paradoxical habit with him to show himself exactly the opposite of what 
he was expected to be. You had to unscrew him for the aroma to escape. 
His unseemly, passionate, pathetic life burned itself away at the age of fitty- 
four, only the last eight of which had been concerned with literature. 
Sterne's influence on succeeding fiction has been durable but interrupted. 
Ever and anon his peculiar caprices, his selected elements, attract the imita- 
tion of some more or less analogous spirit. The extreme beauty of his writing 
has aflfected almost all who desire to use English prose as though it were an 
instrument not less delicate than English verse. Nor does the fact that a 



Sluuidr Hftll 

From a Phelagraph by Duncan, Yari 

surprising number of his "best passages" were stolen by Sterne from older 
writers militate against his fame, because he always makes some little adapta- 
tion, some concession to harmony, which stamps him a master, although 
unquestionably a deliberate plagiarist. This fantastic sentimentalist and 
disingenuous idealist comes close, however, to Richardson in one faculty, the 
value which he extracts from the juxtaposition of a variety of trifling details 
artfully selected so as to awaken the sensibility of ordinary minds, 

Laurence Sterne (1713-1768) was the second of the many children of Ensign 
Roger Sterne of Chudleigh's Foot. He was bom on the 24lh of November 1713 at 
Clonmel, where the regiment, just returned from Dunkirk, was disbanded. In less 
than a year the household was uprooted again, and for the next ten years was on ihe 
incessant move from one Irish barracks to another. In 1723 Sterne was sent to 
school at Halifax, under the protection of some Yorkshire relatives ; he stayed there 
eight years. In the meantime, his father, having been run through the body at the 
rock of Gibraltar in a duel about a goose, had retired to Jamaica " with an impaired 
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constitution," and had died there in 1731. Laurence Sterne, still under the care of his 
Yorkshire cousins, was sent to Jesus College, Cambridge, Here he stayed until he took 
his B.A., and then in 1736 went to York to live with his uncle. Dr. Jacques Sterne, 
the archdeacon. He is understood to have " employed his brains "for this "ungrateful 
person," who nevertheless obtained for him, when he took priest's orders in 1738, the 
living of Sulton-in-the-Forest and two small prebends. In 1741 Sterne married Miss 
Elizabeth Lumley, who presently brought him another living, the Vicarage of Stiliington, 
He was therefore not ill provided for, and he lived at Sutton for nearly twenty years, 
making " books, painting, fiddling, and shooting his chief amusements." He also, 
having become estranged from his wife, indulged in a. long chain of intertwisted flirta- 
tions, some of which were of a singularly indiscreet character. The early career of 
Sterne, however, remains very obscure, and was doubtless very uneventful until he reached 
the age of forty-six, when he was led by we know not what fortunate impulse to write 

Trj'sfraiJi Shandy; the two 
first volumes of this book were 
printed in York in 1759, and 
Sterne took them up to London 
to be pubhshed early in 1760. 
But he found that the fame 
of them had preceded him, 
and before he had been a day 
in London the lodgings he had 
taken in Pall Mall were be- 
sieged by fashionable callers. 
Coxwold Church ^'^'"^ insuntly became the Hon 

From fl FI,o,ograph fy C™„, Vori "^ '^^ ^^'^°"- "^^^ *^"^^ "^ 

this surprising reception was 
the enthusiasm of Garrick, who had been overwhelmed by the humour of Triitram 
Shandy, and had "promised" the author of it at dinner to numbers of great 
people. Sterne presently speaks of hirasdf as moving in the suite of Lord Rocking- 
ham, and of his rooms as "filling every hour with great people of the first 
rank, who strive who shall most honour me." There seems to have been a 
widespread fear that this diabolically daring satirist would hoid his contemporaries 
up to ridicule in ensuing volumes of his work, and prominent persons took 
grotesque means of preventing this in their individual cases. Bishop IVarburton is 
said to have gone so far as to send Sterne a purse of gold, although he had never set 
eyes on him ; he presently described iiim to a friend as an " irrecoverable scoundrel," 
Meanwhile Sterne was continuing the publication of Trislram Shandy, and begin- 
ning to issue the Sermons of Mr. Yorick, which ultimately extended to seven volumes 
(1760-1769). He did not stay in I^ndon too long; after three months of lionising 
he withdrew to Coxwold, "a sweet retirement" which one of his new fashionable friends 
had given him in 1760, and devoted himself to composition. But his fame and his 
fortune were not able to conceal even from his light-hearted nature the fact that his 
health was now seriously impaired. After another brilliant season in London, Sterne was 
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warned that he must not spend the winter in England, and as soon as vols. v. and vi. of 
Tristram were out of the publisher's hands at Christmas 1761, Sterne passed over to 
France. In Paris he found himself the cenlre of boundless adulation, which delayed him 
until a sharp attack of the lungs obliged him to fly further south. Accordingly he sent 
for his wife and his only child, his daughter Lydia, and then — but it was already July — 
hastened to Toulouse. Here he stayed nearly a year, in pretty good health ; but he 
tired of the place, and insisted on spending the winter of 1763 at Montpellier, which 
did not suit him at all. After a gav bout in Paris, Sterne found himself back in his 



Caricature of Sterne and Bridges 
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parsonage of Sutton in the summer of 1764. In October 1765 Sterne started upon 
that Stntimeiital Journey through France and lli'ly, which is the subject of the most 
charming of his books (published in 1768); he did not get back till July 1766. In 
1767 a ninth volume brought Tristram Shandy to an end, though not to a close, for it 
remains unfinished. The Eliza of the posthumous Letters from Yoriik to Eliza, 1775, 
now occupied a great deal of Sterne's attention. This was Mrs. Draper, the widow of 
an Indian merchant, with whom he carried on a violent sentimental flirtation. She 
returned to India, and Sterne, with his daughter Lydia, now "an elegant accomplished 
little slut," went to Coxwold for the autumn and winter of 1767. He came back as 
usual to London, but he had long been dying of consumption, and the end came rather 
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suddenly on the 18th of March 1768, over a shop in Old Bond Street. His corpse 
was neglected by the hired watchers, and, although burii'd in tht yard of St. Guorgc's, 
Hano^'er Sc[uarc, is said to have been stolen by body-snatchers, who sold it to the 
Cambridge Professor of Anatomy. Of the tem[H;rament of Sterne, no better 
summary can be given than is provided by himself, when, after describing some 
misfortune, he says: "But I'll lay a guinea that in half-an-hour I shall be as merry 
as a monkey, and foi^et it all." 



Illustration bj RowUii<lsoii to Sterne's " Seotimental Journey" 

From "Tristram Shandy." 

When my Father received the letter which brought him the melancholy news of my 
brother Bobby's death, he was busy calculating the expense of his riding post from Calais 
to Paris, and so on to Lyons. 

'Twas a most inauspicious journey, my Father having had every foot of it to travel over 
again, and his calculation la begin afresh, when he had almost got to the end of it, by 
Obadiah's opening the door to inform him the family was out of yeasi, and 10 ask whether 
he might not lake the great coach-horse early in the morning, and ride in search of some. 
" With all my heart, Obadiah," said my Father, pursuing his journey, " take the coach- 
horse, and welcome." " IJul he wants a shoe, poor creature," said Obadiah. " Poor 
creature," said my Uncle Toby, vihrating the note back again like a string in unison- 
" Then lake the Scotch horse," quoth my Father hastily. "He cannot hear a s.iddle upon 
his back," quoth Obadiah, " for the whole world." " The Dei il's in that horse ; ihc-n take 
Patriot," cried my Father, and shut the door. " Patriot is sold," said Obadiah, " Here's 
for you ; " cried my Father, making a pause, and looking in niy Uncle Toby's face as if the 
thing had not been a matter of fact. " Your worship ordered me to sell him Insi April," 
said Obadiah. " Then go on fool for your pains," cried my Father. " I had much raiher 
walk than ride," said Obadiah, shutting the door. 

" What plagues ! " cried my Father, going on with his calculation. " But the waters are 
out," said Obadiah, opening the door again. 

VOL. III. X 
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From " A Sentimental Journey. 

I own my first sensations, as soon as 1 was left solitary and alone in my own chamber 
in the hotel, were far from being so flattering as I had prefigured Ihem. I walked up 

gravely to the window in my 
dusty black coat, and looking 
through the glass saw all the 
world in yellow, blue, and 
green, running at the ring of 
pleasure. The old with broken 
lances, and in helmets which 
had lost their vizards ; the 
young in armour bright, which 
shone like gold, beplumed with 
each gay feather of the east ; 
all, all tilting at it, like fas- 
cinated knights in tournaments 
of yore for fame and love. 
" Alas ! poor Yorick ! " cried I, 
" what an thou doing here ?" 

If ill Sterne the qualities 
of imagination were height- 
ened, and the susceptibili- 
ties permitted to become as 
feverish and neurotic as pos- 
sible, the action of Tobias 
Smollett was absolutely 
the reverse. This rough and 
strong writer was troubled 
with no superfluous refine- 
ments of instinct. He de- 
Sterne's "Mmru" lighted in creating types 

Fr^«anOrigi»..IP^>,.!iyA-un.!,^lB^yf.rdl.u.y O^ eCCCntric ptofligaleS and 

ruffians, and to do this was 
to withdraw from the novel as Richardson, Fielding, and Sterne conceived 
it, back into a form of the picaresque romance. He did not realise what his 
greatest compeers were doing, and when he wrote Roderick Random he 
avowedly modelled it on Gil Bias, coming, as critics have observed, even 
closer to the Spanish //'luroj spirit than did Le Sage himself. If Smollett had 
gone no further than this, and had merely woven out of his head one more 
romance of the picaresque class, we should never have heard of him. But 
his own life, unlike those of his three chief rivals, had been adventurous on 
land and under sail, and he described what he had seen and suffered. Three 
years later he published Peregrine Pickle, and just before he died Humphry 
Clinker. The abundant remainder of his work is negligible, these three books 
alone being worthy of particular recommendation in a sketch of literature so 
summary as this. 

In the work of the three greater novelists the element of veracity is very 
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strong, even though in the case of Sterne it may seem concealed beneath a 
variegated affectation of manner. In each, however, the main aim, and the 
principal element of originality, is the observation of mankind as it really 
exists. But Smollett was 
not great enough to con- 
tinue this admirable inno- 
vation ; he went back to 
the older, easier method of 
gibbeting a peculiarity and 
exaggerating an exception. 
He was also inferior to his 
rivals in the power of con- 
structing a story, and in his 
rude zeal to "subject folly 
to ridicule, and vice to in- 
dignation," he raced from 
one rough episode to an- 
other, bestowing very little 
atte ntion u pon th at evolut ion 
of character which should 
be the essence of successful 
fiction. The proper way to 
regard Smollett is, doubt- 
less, as a man of experience 
and energy, who was en- 
couraged by the success of 
the realistic novel to revive 
the old romance of adven- Tobiu Smollett 

lure, and to give it certain AfUr an original Fonmil painted in Ualy aio-t 1770 

new features. The violence 

of Smollett is remarkable ; it was founded on a peculiarity of his own temper, 
but it gives his characters a sort of contortion of superhuman rage and set 
grimaces that seem mechanically horrible. When young Roderick Random's 
cousin wishes to tease him, he has no way of doing it short of hunting him 
with beagles, and when it is desired that Mrs. Pickle should be represented as 
ill-tempered, afemale like one of the Furies is evoked. But while it is easy to 
find fault with Smollett's barbarous books, it is not so easy to explain why we 
continue to read them with enioyment,nor why their vigorous horse-play has left 
its mark on novelists so unlike their author as Lever, Dickens, and Charles Reade. 
Scott, too, acknowledged that he was indebted to the methods of Smollett. 
The Scotch novelist's best book, moreover, is his latest, and its genial and brisk 
comicality has done much to redeem the memory of earlier errors of taste. 

Tobias Geoi^e Smollett (1721-1771) was the youngest grandson of Sir James 
Smollett of Bonhill, in Dumbartonshire, a gentleman of wealth and position. Archi- 
bald Smollett, the father of the novelist, was a "ne'er-do-weel," who inhabited a little 
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house called Dalquhum, on the Bonhill estate ; and there Tobias was born in March 
1 72 1. Archibald died in his son's early infancy, and Tobias was brought up by his 
grandfather. After a short schooling at Dumbarton, he was apprenticed to a medical 
man at Glasgow. Perhaps during this time he also attended the University, for he 
certainly acquired some Latin and Greek. We are told that he was "a restive appren- 
tice and a mischievous stripling." In 1739 he came up to London to seek his fortune, 
with the MS. of his tragedy of The Regicide in his pocket • but although he saw 
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Autograph Letter from Smollett 



Lyttelton, he met with no solid encouragement. The war of Jenkins' Ear was 
just beginning, and Smollett enlisted as surgeon's mate on board a battleship ; he 
took part in the expedition against Carthagena, and gained the experience of life at sea 
which he used with so much freedom in Roderick Kandovt, Disgusted with the in- 
efficiency of the fleet, he withdrew, late in 1740, to Jamaica, where he seems to have 
married, and where he probably practised as a physician until 1 744, when he returned 
to London and set up as a surgeon in Westminster. Mrs. Smollett, the Narcissa 
of Roderick Random^ was left behind in Jamaica until 1747, when she ioined her 
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husband in England. From 174610 1748 Smollett made repeated attempts to win 
attention by publishing pamphlets of poetry, mainly of a satirical character ; this was 
not his line. But early in the last-mentioned year he brought out his novel of Roderick 
^antfoin, which he followed in 1751 by feregrine /'/Vi/.f, and in i t $$ hy Jirdinan/f, 
Count Fathom. He set himself to imitate the method of Don Qutxole and Gil Bias, 
and he introduced innumerable touches of more or less faithful autobiography. Those 
books, and particularly the first two, in spite of or perhaps because of their brutal 
vigour, found instant favour with the public. But SmoHctt did not abandon his interest 
in medicine. In 1750 he 
took his degree of M.D. at 
Aberdeen ; but the life of a 
physician does not seem to 
have suited him, and it is 
more than probable that his 
eccentric and ferocious man- 
ners did not attract patients. 
He therefore continued to 
cultivate miscellaneous let- 
ters, translating, compiling, 
and arranging. In 1759 an 
Admiral Knowles, whose 
incompetency Smollett had 
boldly exposed, brought ar 
action for libel against him, 
and the novelist was fined 
and imprisoned for three 
months in the King's Bench, 
His pedestrian labours in 
English history brought him 
in a steady income from 1757 
to 1766; the general opinion 
of the age is summed up by 
one of Thackeray's characters, 
who says, "Smollett's history 
is more dull, but by no 

means so dangerous as that lUt»tratioi> by Cniikshank to "PereBriw Pickle" 
of Hume." In 1762 he returned to fiction, with the sad failure of Sir Launcelot 
Greaves. Early in 1763 his only daughter, the sole being in the world to whom 
Smollett was deeply attached, died, and he and his wife left England, in chaise of 
two young ladies of fortune ; this enabled them to travel with the comfort demanded 
by Smollett's health, which was now seriously failing. He travelled through Italy and 
France without contentment or appreciation until the spring of 1765, and in the 
following year he published his curious Travels, in which he said many things about 
the landscape and art of Southern Europe which Sterne very wittily remarked ought to 
have been " reserved for his physician." The worst and least human of his books, the 
\iOji\6. Adventures of an Atom, appeared in 1769, But before this Smollett had discovered 
that the only hope of prolonging his life lay in a flight to the south. In December 1 769, 
therefore, he left I'^ngland for good, and settled at Monte Nuovo, near Ixighorn, which 
continued to be his home for the rest of his life. Here, in a happy revival of his spirits, 
he wrote Humphry Clinker, which Scott has aptly styled "the last, and, like music 
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sweetest in the close, the most pleasing of Smollett's books." It was published in 1771, 
and in September of the same year the author died, only fifty years of age, but already 
so dry and emaciated that, as he whimsically said, he might have passed for an Egyptian 
mummy. He was buried in the cemetery at Leghorn, overlooking the sea. Not much 
has been preserved of the personal history of Smollett, although he lived in the very 
age of memoirs. He was surly and harsh ; he pursued his successful contemporaries 
with ferocious hostility ; he gathered few or no friends about him. He was an honest 

man and a patriot, but he 
was wanting in the lovable 
qualities. He was capable, as 
Robertson experienced during 
an interesting inter\-iew, of 
being extremely piolished and 
urbane upon occasion; but he 
found that, as a rule, the world 
expected him to resemble the 
ruffians and bullies that he 
drew, and he did not care to 
disappoint so reasonable a 
supposition. 



The Arrival of Mr. Lisma- 
HAGO (from "Humphry 
CLIN'KER "). 

Martin had not been gone 
half-an-hour, when we were 
joined by another character, 
which promised something 
extraordinary. A tall meagre 
figure, answering, wilh his 
horse, the description of Don 
Quixote mounted on Rozi- 
IHiutrtition by Cmiksbank to "Roderick Ruidom" nante, appeared in the twi- 

light at the inn door, while 
my aunt and Liddy stood at a window in the dining-room. He wore a coal, the cloth of 
which had once been scarlet, trimmed wilh Branderburgs, now totally deprived of their 
metal, and he had ho)sier-caps and housing of the same stuff and same antiquity. Per- 
ceiving ladies at the window above, he endeavoured to dismount with the most graceful 
air he could assume : but the ostler neglecting to hold the siirnip, when he wheeled ofThis 
right foot, and stood wilh his whole weight on the other, the girth unfortunately gave H-ay, 
the saddle turned, down came the cavalier on the ground, and his hat and periwig falling 
off, displayed a head-piece of various colours, patched and plastered in a woeful condition. 
The ladies, at the window above, shrieked with affright, on the supposition that the 
stranger had received some notable damage in his fall ; but the greatest injury he had 
sustained arose from the dishonour of his descent, aggravated by the disgrace of exposing 
the condition of his cranium, for certain plebeians, that were about the door, laughed 
aloud, in the belief that the captain had got cither a scald head, or a broken head, both 
equally opprobrious. He forthwith leaped up in a fury, and snatching one of his pistols, 
threatened to put the ostler to death, wlien another squall from the women checked his 
resentment. He then bowed to the window, while he kissed the butt-end of his pistol, 
which he replaced, adjusted his wig in great confusion, and led his horse into the stable. 
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With the work ot these four novelists, whose best thoughts were given to 
fiction, were associated two or three isolated contributions to the novel, 
among which the Vicar of Wakefield and Rasselas are the most celebrated. 
Neither Johnson nor Goldsmith, however, would have adopted this form, if 
a direct and highly successful appeal to the public had not already been 
made by Richardson and Fielding. These masterly books were episodic; 
they have little importance in our general survey. Nor must we delay to 
describe the Peter WilkiHs (1751) of Robert Paltock, with its beautiful 



lUnatration from Robert Paltock's " Peter Wilkins " 

dream of a winged race of Glums and Gawries, nor the eccentric Socinian 
romance of John Bunde, 1756-66, of Thomas Amory, although each of 
these, in its isolated way, is a minor classic. We judge them as we judge 
the flood of novels which presently rushed forlh in all the languages 
of Europe, as being the results of a discovery which the world owes to the 
great English pioneers. The novel, indeed, was the first gift of a prominent 
kind which the world owed to England. The French boudoir romance, as 
exemplified by Crebillon fils, faded out of existence when Richardson rose 
over the Continent. The lucidity, directness, and wholesomeness of this new 
species of fiction made a way for it at once; within a marvellously short 
space of time all Europe was raving over Pamela and Clarissa. The anti- 
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romantic novel swept heroic and picaresque fiction out of the field, and it 
was the uncommon good fortune of the humdrum old printer to prepare the 
way for Rousseau and Goethe, to be imitated by Voltaire, and to win the 
enthusiastic adulation of Diderot and of Marmontel, who preferred Sir 
Cliarles Gmndison to all the masterpieces of antiquity. The type of novel 
invented in England about 1740-50 continued for sixty or seventy years to 
he the only model for Continental fiction ; and criticism has traced on every 
French novelist, in particular, the stamp of Richardson, if not of Sterne and 

Fielding, while the Anglo- 
mania of Rousseau is patent 
to the superficial reader. 

The literature which ex- 
ercised so wide an influ- 
ence, and added so greatly 
to the prestige and vital 
force of English manners of 
thought, is not to be dis- 
regarded as trivial. The 
introduction of the novel, 
indeed, was to intellectual 
hfe as epoch-making as the 
invention of railways was 
to social life : it added a 
vast and inexhaustibly rich 
province to the domain of 
the imagination. The dis- 
covery that a chronicle of 
events which never happened 
to people who never existed, 
may be made, not merely 
Samuel Johnson ^^ interesting and probable, 

Aft.r a PorlraU by Sir Joshua Reynolds ^Ut practically as iniC as any 

record of historical adven- 
ture, was one of most far-reaching importance. It was what Fielding called 
"the prosai-comi-epos " of the age, invented for the ceaseless delight of those 
who had tasted the new pleasure oE seeing themselves as others saw them. 
The realistic novel was as popular as a bit of looking-glass is among savages. 
It enabled our delighted forefathers to see what manner of men they were, 
painted without dazzling or "sub-fuse" hues, in the natural colours of life. 
For us the pathos of Richardson, the sturdy, manly sense of Fielding, the 
sensibility of Sterne, the unaffected humanity of Goldsmith, possess a 
perennial charm, but they cannot be to us quite what they were to those 
most enviable readers who not merely perused them for the first time, but 
had never conceived the possibility of seeing anything like them. That fresh 
eagerness we never can recover. 
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The complex age illustrated by such poets as Young, and such novelists 
as Fielding, found its fullest personal exponent in Dr. Samuel Johnson, not 
the greatest writer, indeed, in English literature, but perhaps the most 
massive figure of a man of letters. The gradual tendency of the century had 
more and more come to be concentrated upon attention to common sense, 
and in Johnson a character was developed, of noble intelligence, of true and 
tender heart, of lambent humour, in whose entire philosophy every impulse 
was subordinated to that negative virtue. - Johnson became, therefore, the 
leading intellect of the 
country, because display- 
ing in its quintessence the 
quality most characteristic 
of the majority of educated 
men and women. Common 
sense gave point to his wit, 
balance to his morality, a 
Tory limitation to his intel- 
lectual sympathy. He keeps 
the central path; he is as 
little indulgent to enthu- 
siasm as to infidelity ; he 
finds as little place in his 
life for mysticism as for 
coarse frivolity. Vitafiimus, 
and it is not for man to 
waste his years in trying to 
weigh the smoke or puff it 
away ; bravely and simply 
he must labour and acqui- 
esce, without revolt, with- 
out speculation, in "all s«mud Jotaaoa 
that human hearts endure." Ap.raFor>raUfySirMkua R.y..id, 
This virile hold upon facts, 

this attitude to conduct as a plain garment from which the last shred of 
the Shaftesbury gold-lace optimism had been torn, explains the astounding 
influence Johnson wielded during his lifetime. His contemporaries knew 
him to be thoroughly honest, profoundly intelligent, and yet permeated by 
every prejudice of the age. They loved to deal with facts, and no man had 
so large a stock of them at his disposal as Johnson. 

For nearly fifty years Johnson was occupied in literary composition. Yet 
his books are not so voluminous as such a statement would lead us to expect. 
It is doubtful whether, with a competency, Johnson would have written at 
all, for he was ponderously indolent, moving slowly, and easily persuaded to 
stop, loving much more to read, to ponder, and to talk than to write, and, 
indeed, during long periods of his career unable to put pen to paper. Of his 
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principal productions the most famous may be called occasional, for tliey 
were written suddenly, under a pressing need for money, in a jet of violent 
energy which was succeeded by prolonged inertia. He essayed every species 
of composition, and it cannot be said that he was unsuccessful in any, 
according to the estimale of the age. His two poems, satires imitated from 

Juvenal, are less "poetical," 
perhaps, in the recent sense 
than any writings of their 
reputation in the language, 
but the solidity and senten- 
tiousness of their couplets 
kept them moderately popu- 
lar for more than half a 
century. As an essayist, it 
is less fair to judge Johnson 
by his Ramblers than by his 
lighter and less pompous 
Idlers; yet even the former 
were till lately habitually 
read. He lent his dignified 
and ponderous imagination 
to the task of producing 
fiction, and Rasselas takes 
its place among the minor 
classics of our tongue. To- 
wards the end of his life 
Johnson came forward four 
times with a weighty pam- 
phlet as completely outside 
the range of practical poli- 
tics as those of Carlyle, He 
is also the writer of two 
diaries of travel, of sermons, 
of a tragedy, of certain 
critical ana — all of them, 
in the strict sense, occa- 
Jotanson'a House to Inner Temple Lane sional, and almost unpro- 

fessional. 
The only works on which Johnson can be said to have expended 
elaborate attention are his Dictionary, which scarcely belongs to literature, 
and his Lives of ike English Poets. The latter, indeed, is his magnum opus ; 
on it, and on it alone, if we except his reported sayings, the reputation of 
Johnson as a critic rests. This extremely delightful compendium can never 
cease to please a certain class of readers, those, namely, who desire in- 
tellectual stimulus rather than information, and who can endure the 
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dogmatic expression of an opinion with which they disagree. No one 
turns to Johnson's pages any longer to know what to think about Milton 
or Gray; no one any longer considers that Cowley was the first correct 
English poet, or that Edmund Smith was a great man. Half Johnson's 
selected poets are read no longer, even by students ; many of them never were 
read at all. Mrs. Browning 
wittily remarked that " Dr. 
Johnson wrote the Lives of 
the Poets, — and left the poets 
out." What we seek in these 
delightful volumes is the en- 
tertainment to be obtained 
from the courageous ex- 
position, the gay, bold de- 
cisiveness, the humour and 
humanity of the prodigious 
critic, self-revealed in his 
preferences and his preju- 
dices. There are no " per- 
haps's " and " I think's " ; all 
is peremptory and assertive ; 
you take the judgment or 
you leave it, and if you 
venture to make a reserva- 
tion, the big voice roars 
you down. This remark- 
able publication closes the 
criticism of the century; it 
is the final word of the 
movement which had been 
proceeding since 1660; it 
sums it up so brilliantly and 
authoritatively that immedi- 
ate revolt from its principles 
was a matter of course. 

During the very same years JoIuimii's Houae ia Bott Court, Fleet Street 

Thomas Warton was pub- 
lishing his History of English Poetry, in which all the features were found 
which Johnson lacked — broad and liberal study, an enthusiasm for romance, 
a sense of something above and beyond the rules of the. critics, a breadth 
of real poetry undreamed of by Johnson. Warton knew his subject ; 
Johnson did not. Warton prophesied of a dawning age, and Johnson stiffly 
contented himself with the old. Warton was accurate, painstaking, copious ; 
Johnson was careless, indolent, inaccurate ; yet, unfair as it seems, to-day 
everybody still reads Johnson, and no one opens the pages of Warton. 
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Samuel Johnson (1709-1784) was the eldest child of Michael Johnson, a 
bookseller of Lichfield, where the future lexicographer was born on the iSih of 
September 1709, From infancy he was afflicted with the scrofulous disease known 
as "king's evil," and in 1712 his mother (Sarah Ford) took him up to London to 
be "touched" by Queen Anne. It was the last time on which this superstitious 
performance was gone through, Johnson W'as sent to a dame's school in Lichiield, and 

then to the grammar school 
at Stourbridge. He was a 
model pupil, and he had read 
so much of an unusual kind, 
that when he proceeded to 
Oxford in December 1728 the 
Master of Pembroke told him 
he was " the best qualified for 
the university tliat he had ever 
known come there." Johnson, 
as is now ascertained, resided 
little more than a year at 
Oxford, ahhough he kept his 
name on the books until 1731. 
His father died late in 1731, 
and Johnson found the busi- 
ness in a \'ery reduced condi- 
tion. He did not attempt, at 
least for any length of time, to 
keep on the hook-shop ; he 
became an usher in a .school 
at Market Bosworlh and other 
places, and tried to get literary 
work to do. His first book, 
a translation of Lobo's f'oj'- 
age to Abyssinia, was printed 
anonymously at Birmingham 
in 1735. At the last-mcn- 
Johnioa's Birthplace *t Lichfield tioned town he met with a 

widow, Mrs, Porter, " fat, 
flaring, and fantastic," whom he married, although she was nearly twice his ^e; 
in spite of her eccentricities she made her uncouth husband a good wife — "it was 
a love match on both sides," he said. The couple set up a school at Edial Hall, 
Lichfield, where David Garrick was one of their elder pupils. This school was a 
failure, and Johnson and Garrick came up to Ixmdon together in 1737 to seek 
their fortunes. The early days of Johnson in town were deeply acquainted with 
the "ills which assail the scholar's life"; he was extremely poor, and in 1738 his 
tragedy /rerte, on which he had built his hopes, was refused at Drur>' Lane. He 
joined the staff of the Gentleman's Magazine, however, and made a little money 
and more fame by his didactic poem of London. From 1740 to 1743 Johnson 
earned a scanty income as a parliamentary reporter; he was living most of this 
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time in a garret in Exeter Street, Strand. He did otlier hack-work for people like 
Osborn the bookseller, of his quarrel with whom he afterwards gave Mrs, Thrale a 
succinct account — " Nearest lady, he was insolent, and I beat him ; and he was a 
blockhead, and told of it." In 1 743 that strange adventurer Richard Savage died, and 
in the following year Johnson published his Lifi. He was still, and for a long time to 
come, so miserably poor that he often could not show himself in public because of the 
shabbiness of his clothes. In 1747 he issued his Plan of a Dictionary, ■w\\\c)\ he 
dedicated to Chesterfield, but with scant encouragement. In 1748 he wrote at 
Hampstead, and in 1749 published, 7'he Vanity 0/ Human Wishes, a very fine work, 
which oddly enough failed to please the poetic taste of the day. At length, in February 
of the same year, the old tragedy of Irene was produced by Garrick at Drury Lane, and 
for the first time in his life Johnson tasted success ; he received nearly £>yi^. From 



Grammar School at Lichfield 

1750 to 1752 he was busily engaged in writing a bi-weekly periodical, The Rambler, 
which appears to have been faintly lucrative ; lit expired abruptly, probably because 
Johnson was unable to continue it owing to the condition of his wife, who, after years 
of " perpetual illness and perpetual opium," died a few days after the last Rambler 
appeared. A blind A\'elsh lady, Mrs, Williams, became the inmate of his house, and 
continued to live with him till her death thirty years later. The huge task of the 
Dictionary was completed in 1754, and Johnson received a little money, much 
reputation, and the degree of M.A. from the University of Oxford, His noble letter 
to Chesterfield, a masterpiece of manly irony, (though not published until 1790) 
belongs to 1755- But Johnson was now tired ; he allowed his small resources soon to 
become exhausted, and he fell again into extreme indigence. We know little of his 
life until 1758, when we find him starting a new and more interesting periodical, 
The Idler ;\\. appeared weekly for two years. Johnson's mother died, at the age of 
ninety, early In 1759, and he wrote his novel o( Jfasselas to pay for her funeral. He 
had now been living for some years in Gough Square, but he moved over to Staple Inn 
in March 1759. He made various changes of residence before settling, in 1761, in the 
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chambers in Inner Temple Lane, which he made so famous. His next labour was the 
editing of Shakespeare, in which he showed himself dilatory and perfunctory. But in 
1762 Johnson had accepted from George III. a pension of ;^3oo, which was of 
immense importance to him, for it raised him above the carking anxiety of indigence, 
and above necessities of labour, which now, at the age of fifty-three, were intolerably 
irksome to him. In May 1763 Johnson 
became acquainted with Boswell, to whose 
devotion he owes so enormous a debt. He 
was, indeed, now gathering about him the 
friends who were the solace and delight of 
his old age, Goldsmith first, then Langton, 
Topham Beauclerk, Hawkins, Bai hurst, 
Burke, Reynolds, and the Thrales ; " The 
Club," in which most of these found a 
place, was formed in 1764. It was the 
kindness of these friends which was lo soothe 
the next "twenty years of a life radically 
wretched." The Thrales, in particular, were 
full of hospitable kindness ; he was a 
cultivated brewer, she, born Hester Lynch 
Salisbury (1741-18*1), a lively young 
woman of quite unusual clearness of under- 
standing. Johnson, for sixteen years, had 
a room in their house, at Streatham or at 
Southwark, always prepared for his arrival. 
In the autumn of 1765 Johnson's Shake- 
speare was at length issued in eight volumes 
to the subscribers, who did not conceal their 
disappointment; this is the poorest of his 
productions. Johnson had become languid, 
and, weary of writing, resolved to do what 
"good I can by my conversation." He now 
Samuel Johnion began to rule the empire of letters by his 

From an Engraving by Fiiidea talk. It was not for five years that he was 

induced by political zeal to lake up the pen 
again; he wrote several pamphlets. The False Alarm (itjo), Falkland's Islands 
{1772), and Taxation no Tyranny (1775), amongst others. After the age of sixty 
Johnson's health took a turn for the better, and he was probably never in so little 
physical distress as when, in the summer of 1773, he had the fortitude not merely to 
visit Scotland, but to undertake a perilous voyage among the Hebrides. He was 
encouraged to travel more ; in 1774 he went with the Thrales to Wales; in 1775 the 
same friends took him to France. On his return he was made LL.D. by the 
University of Oxford ; at the age of sixty-six, and not before, he becomes what all the 
world has learned to call him, Dr. Johnson. His highly comical and sensible contro- 
versy with "Ossian" MacPherson dates from this year; Johnson, in redundant spirits, 
purchased a cudgel, but MacPherson withdrew from the discussion. In these years 
Boswell's attendance upon his illustrious friend was very close, and we have a remark- 
ably full portrait of Johnson's peculiarities. In 1 776 he made the latest of his moves, 
into No. 8 Bolt Court, where he resided till he died. He had by this time gathered 
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around him quite a group of poor applicants for his charity ; at some periods there 
must have been as many as eight or ten of these queer dependents hving in tlie 
house; he always treated them "with the same, or perhaps more, ceremonious 
civility " that he showed to people of fashion. General discontent was expressed at 
Dr. Johnson's "indolence," and in 1777 he was induced to undertake a literary 
enterprise of great importance, into which he 
threw himself with considerable energy. This was 
the collection of prefaces, now generally known 
as the Lives of the EngUsk Poets. These were not 
completed until 1781, and Johnson was actively 
employed upon them for four years. Valued friends 
gradually dropped away in death, first Goldsmith, 
then Garrick, then Thrale; he felt each of these 
bereavements bitterly, and his constitution began 
to break up. In June 1783, after a fatiguing visit 
to Oxford, he had a severe attack of paralysis, but 
it passed in a few weeks. His recovery was, how- 
ever, only temporary, and all through 1784 he was 
declining. Nevertheless, in the autumn of that 
year, he contrived to visit Lichfield and some 
places in Derbyshire. He sank very gradually 
after his return to London in November, and 
passed away in perfect serenity on the 13th of 
December, after saying, " God bless you, my dear," 
to the beautiful Miss Morris, who came to bid him 
farewell. He was buried in Westminster Abbey, 
and tho pall was carried, amongst others, by Burke 
and Bennet Langton. The character of Johnson was 
courageous, sincere, and manly to a remarkable, 
almost to a typical, degree, and he was animated by 
a positive passion of human charity. He had many 
peculiarities, the picturesqueness of which has per- 
haps been exaggerated, but which have combined 
to make him one of the most striking figures in 

English history. His rolUng walk, the twisting and flinging of his great unwieldy 
limbs, the scars on his face, the homeliness of his brown clothes and bluish wig, his 
loud voice and incessant animarion of gesture — all these things have combined, under 
the hand of Boswell, to form a portrait which no one ever forgets. Johnson's con- 
versation seems to have been not merely the most remarkable of his own age, but 
among the very finest of which any record has been preserved. Formidable and 
exhilarating in the extreme, the talk of Johnson, with its rapidity of movement, its 
surprises, its splendour of illustration, its weight of authority, and its sparkle of 
humour, was one of the main intellectual features of the middle of the eighteenth 
century. 

From "Rasselas." 

Ye who listen with credulity to the whispers of fancy, and pursue with eagerness the 
phantoms of hope, who expect that age will perfonn the promises of youth, and that the 
deficiencies of the present day will be supplied by the morrow, attend to the history ol 
Kasseks, Prince of Abyssinia. 



33« HISTORY OF ENGUSH LITERATURE 

Rasselas was the foarth son of the mighty Emperor in whose dominions the father of 
waters begins his course — whose bounty pours down the streams of plenty, and scatters 
over the world Ihe harvests of Egypt. 

According to the custom which has descended from age to age among the monarehs of 
the torrid zone, Rasselas was confined in a private palace, with the other sons and 
daughters of Abyssinian royally, till the order of succession should call him lo the 

The place where the wisdom or policy of aniiquiiy had destined for the residence of 
the Abyssinian princes was a spacious valley in the Kingdom of Amhara, surrounded on 
every side by mountains, of which the 
summit overhung the middle part. The 
only passage by which it could be entered 
was a cavern thai passed under a rock, of 
which it had long been disputed whether 
it was the work of nature or of hunian 
industry. The outlet of the cavern was 
concealed by a thick wood, and the mouih 
which opened into the valley was closed 
with gales of iron, forged by the artificers 
of ancient days, so massive that no man, 
without the help of engines, could op>en or 
shut them. 



Sevenyears, my lord, have now passed, 

since I waited in your outward rooms, or 

was repulsed from your door ; during 

which time I have been pushing on my 

work through difficulties, of which it is 

useless lo complain, and have brought it, 

at last, to the verge of publication, without 

one act of assistance, one word of en* 

couragement, or one smile of favour. 

Such treatment I did not expect, for I 

never had a patron before. 

Juaet BosweU The shepherd in Virgil became at last 

From an Engraving e/ Ihe" Houghlaa" Porirail acquainted with Love, and found him a 

native of the rocks. 

Is not a patron, my lord, one who looks with unconcern on a man struggling for 

life in the water, and, when he has reached ground, encumbers him with help? The 

notice which you have been pleased to take of my labours, had it been early, had been 

kind; but it has been delayed until 1 am indifferent, and cannot enjoy it : till I am 

solitary, and cannot impart it ; till I am known, and do not want it. I hope it is no very 

cynical asperiiy not lo confess obligations when no benefit has been received, or to be 

unwilling that ihe public should consider me as owing that to a patron, which providence 

has enabled me to do for myself. 

The extraordinary vitality of Johnson is one of the most interesting phe- 
nomena in literary history. That the greater part of it did not exhale with 
the fading memory of his friends is due to the genius of his principal disciple. 
It has been customary to deny capacity of every kind to James Boswell, 
who had, indeed, several of the characteristics of a fool ; but the qualities 
which render the Life sf Johnson one of the great books of the world are 
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not accidental, and it would be an equal injustice to consider them inherent 
in the subject. The life and letters of Gray, which Mason had published in 
1775, gave Boswell a model for his form, but it was a model which he 
excelled in every feature. By Mason and Boswell a species of literature 
was introduced into England which was destined to enjoy a popularity 
that never stood higher than it does at this moment. Biographies had up 
to this time been perfunctory affairs, either trivial and unessential collections 
of anecdotes, or else pompous eulogies from which the breath of life 
was absent. But Mason ^ 
and Boswell made their 
heroes paint their own 
portraits, by the skilful 
interpolation of letters, 
by the use of anecdotes, 
by the manipulation 
of the recollections of 
others ; they adapted to 
biography the newly 
discovered formulas of 
the anti-romantic novel- 
ists, and aimed at the 
production of a figure 
that should be interest- 
ing, lifelike, and true. 

It was a very happy 
accident which made Dr. 
Johnson the subject of 
the first successful essay 
in this species of por- 
traiture. Boswell was a 
consummate artist, but 
his sitter gave him a 
superb opportunity. For 
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makes worfe; and he cannot be juftfy 
thought a mean man whom Pope chofe 
for an aflbciate, cmJL /v/Uiw. ui/to/UuL 
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the first time, perhaps, 
in the history of litera- 
ture, a great leader of intellectual society was able after his death to carry 
on, unabated, and even heightened, the tyrannous ascendency of his living 
mind. The ' picturesqueness of Johnson's dictatorial personage, his odd 
freaks and pranks, his clearness of speech, his majestic independence of 
opinion, went on exercising their influence long after his death, and exercise 
it now. Still in the matchless pages of Boswell we see a living Johnson, 
blowing out his breath like a whale, whistling and clucking under the 
arguments of an opponent, rolling victoriously in his chair, often "a good 
deal exhausted by violence and vociferation." Never before had the salient 
points in the character and habits of a man of genius been noted with 
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anything approaching to this exactitude and copiousness, and we ought to be 
grateful to Boswell for a new species of enjoyment. 

James Boswell (1740-1795), the son of a Scotch judge and the heir to a good 
Lowland estate, was boui at Auchinleck on the 29th of Ctatober 1740. He was 
educated for the bar at Edinburgh and Glasgow, and came up to London in 1760. 
His career in letters opened with some poor poetry. From boyhood he had formed 
an intense admiration for Johnson, and endeavoured to meet him directly he arrived 



Samuel Johnson and Jamet Botwell 

Fn/m a Caricature by Tliomas //mvlandsm 
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'•Mr.JokmHOHdlwilkiJA^-mimArmtiflluHiiihSlralliimflllmaliJamitCsurf.itnsitaiHiiy 
mifht. I cidd H„l frmni his tihtg muiUd by tkt E-.tnmir tfimia /■/ F.Jinbnrth 

in England. It was not, however, until the i6lh of May 1763, when he was twenty- 
two, that Boswell was presented to the great man by I )avies the bookseller. He began, 
almost immediately, to study and to note down Johnson's conversation. But he could 
not, at this time, give Johnson his undivided aliention. He was living in Germany in 
17G4, in Italy and Holland in 1765, and in Scotland until 1768, when he came up to 
London to publish his curious Account of Corsica. He now began to keep a close 
record of Johnson's doings and sayings, and from 1772 lo Johnson's death the intimacy 
of the oddly-assorted pair of friends was unbroken. He was not at pains to make 
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himself equally beloved by all the great man's acquaintances. He was jealous of Gold- 

smith and ungenerous to Mrs. 

Thrale, and he forced \\ilkes 
upon them much against their 
inclination. He was not an 
original member of "The 
Club," and Johnson had diffi- 
culty in contriving his election, 
Bosweli, in short, was looked 
upon as an interloper. His 
measureless devotion to John- 
son, however, his good nature, 
and his total lack of pride 
carried him through. He 
could not be checked or 
snubbed ; if he was crushed, 
he popped up again with im- 
perturbable enthusiasm, and 
in all companies his face was 
fixed on Johnson's like a sun- 
flower on the sun. In the 
autumn of 1773 he had the 
luck to [)ersuade Johnson to 
accompany him to the Heb- 
rides. In 1775 he began to 
keep his terms at the Inner 
D«Tid Garrick Temple, and next year he 

AfUr,H.Por..aUiySirMkuaR.y..y. ^^^^ .^^^ ^^^ Auchinleck 

estate, although his father was still alive. The death of Johnson in 1784 was an 
epoch in the life of Roswell. He set himself at 
once to arrange the materials which he had 
so long collected, but he was in no hurry 
to produce them. He permitted other writers 
to dash forward with premature Lives of John- 
son—Cooke in 1784, Shaw in 1785, Mrs. 
Thrale in 1786, Hawkins in 1787; he waited in 
absolute confidence that the api>earaiice of his 
two volumes would relegate all these audacious 
predecessors to an instant oblivion. He was 
quite right ; his Zy& of Johnson, when it at length 
appeared in 1791, was hailed as the most interest- 
ing biiK^rapby ever published, and it holds that 
position still after more than a hundred years. 
The rest of IJoswell's career was insignificanL 
He w.is made Recorder of Carlisle ; but he con- 
tinued to reside and practise in the Temple. He „^^__ 

died on the 19th of May 1795, and was buried at Mr«. Thrale 

Auchinleck. Apir Ihi Porlrail by sir }<Mh«a Riyn<,U, 
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From the "Life of Dr. Johnson. 

He had another particularity of which none of his friends ever ventured to ask an ex- 
planation. It appeared to me some superstitious habit, which he had contracted early 
and from which he had never called upon his reason to disentangle him. This was his 
anxious care to go out or in at a door or passage, by a certain number of steps from a 
certain point, or at least so that either his right or his left foot (I am not certain which) 
should constantly make the first actual movement when he came close to the door or 
passage. Thus 1 conjecture: for I have, upon innumerable occasions, observed him 
suddenly stop, and then seem to count his steps with a deep earnestness ; and when he 
had neglected or gone wrong in this sort of magical movement, I have seen him go back 
again, put himself in a proper posture to begin the ceremony, and, having gone through 
it, break from his abstraction, walk briskly on, and join his companion. 

That the most minute singularities which belonged to him, and made very observable 
parts of his appearance and manner, may not be omitted, it is requisite to mention that 
while talking or even musing as he sat in his chair, he commonly held his head to one side 
towards his right shoulder, and shook it in a tremulous manner, moving his body backward 
and forward, and rubbing his left knee in the same direction, with, the palm of his hand. 
In the intervals of articulating, he made various sounds with his mouth, sometimes as if 
ruminating, or what is called chewing the cud, sometimes giving half a whistle, sometimes 
making his tongue play backwards from the roof of his mouth, as if clucking like a hen, 
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and sometimes protruding it against his upper gums in front, as if pronouncing quickly 
under his breath, too, too, loo; all this accompanied sometimes with a thoughtful looic, but 
more frequently with a smile. 

By the side of Johnson, like an antelope accompanying an elephant, we 

observe the beautiful figure 
of Oliver Goldsmith. 
In spite of Johnson's as- 
cendency, and in spite 
of a friendship that was 
touching in its nearness, 
scarcely a trace of the 
elder companion is to be 
discovered in the work of 
the younger. Johnson's 
style is massive, sonorous, 
ponderous; enamoured of 
the pomp of language, he 
employs its heaviest artil- 
lery for trifles, and points 
his cannon at the partridge 
on the mountains. The 
word which Johnson uses 
is always the correct one 
so far as meaning goes, but 
it is often more weighty 
than the occasion de- 
mands, and more Latin. 
Hence it was, no doubt, 
that his spoken word, 
being more racy and more 
Saxon, was often more 
Oliver Goldsmith forcible than his printed 

From a Caricai„ri by Buittury word. There 15 HO pon- 

derosity about Goldsmith, 
whose limpid and elegant simplicity of style defies analysis. In that mechanical 
and dusty age he did not set up to be an innovator. We search in vain, in 
Goldsmith's verse or prose, for any indication of a consciousness of the 
coming change. He was perfectly contented with the classical traditions, 
but his inborn grace and delicacy of temper made him select the sweeter and 
the more elegant among the elements of his time. As a writer, purely, he is 
far more enjoyable than Johnson ; he was a poet of great flexibility and 
sensitiveness ; his single novel is much fuller of humour and nature than the 
stiff Rassehs ; as a dramatist he succeeded brilliantly in an age of failures; 
he is one of the most perfect of essayists. Nevertheless, with all his perennial 
charm, Goldsmith, in his innocent simplicity, does not attract the historic eye 
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as the good giant Johnson does, seated for forty years in the undisputed 
throne of letters. 

Oliver Goldsmith (1728-1 774) was the youngest of the five children of the Rev. 
Charles Goldsmith, curate of Pallas in County Longford, where he was bom on the 
loth of November 17S8. When he was two years old his father was made rector of 
Kilkenny West, and took a house in the 
village of Lissoy, To his early teachers, 
the boy Oliver seemed " impenetrably 
stupid." At Ardagh, in his boyish 
days, he had the adventure on which 
the plot of She Sloops to Conquer was 
afterwards founded. In June 1744 he 
entered Trinity College, Dublin, as a 
sizar; his university life was extremely 
un-illustrious, and he spent much of 
il in "perpetually lounging about the 
college gate," After running away and 
being nearly starved in 1747, he settled 
down to work a little, and took his 
B.A. in 1749. Goldsmith was now 
urged by his family to take orders; 
after he had idly prepared for this 
unwelcome step for some two years, 
he was rejected by the Bishop of 
Elphin. He tried to be a tutor, to 
emigrate to America, to be a law- 
student ; at last, in 1752, he went to 
Edinburgh to train for medicine. In 

1753 he started for the Continent, and „ . . . ^, , , . . „ , . „ 

^^ . j.j Tjr Goldsmith's Lodrinn m Gre«n Arbour Court 

seems to nave studied at Leyden for 

two years. In 1755 he wandered off upon his travels, having obtained^it is alleged — 
a medical degree at Louvain. He begged, fiddled, and wheedled his way all over 
the West of Europe through 1755, and returned to Dover, with "no more than a 
few halfpence," in February of the following year. His struggles lo make a living 
were pathetic ; he was an apothecary's assistant, a low comedian, an usher in a 
country school, finally "a physician in a humble way " in Southwark. About 
1756 he had the good fortune to meet Samuel Richardson, who employed him 
as a press-corrector, and probably first led his thoughts to literature as a profes- 
sion. He next, however, consented to assist a schoolmaster at Peckham, where he 
became acquainted with Griffiths the publisher, who gave him employment on the 
Monthly Revinv. In 175S Goldsmith, under the pseudonym of James WilUnglon, 
printed his first book, Memoirs of a Protestant, translated from the French of 
Marteilhe. Soon after this he obtained, but did not take up, a medical appointment ■ 
to Coromandel. He was afterwards rejected at Surgeons' Hall as hospital mate. 
He was now thirty, and " eight years of disappointment, anguish, and study had worn 
him down." He lodged for five months over Griffidis' shop in Paternoster Row; 
about September 1757 he moved into a garret near Salisbury Square. Then — after 
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retiring to Peckham for a while — he took lodgings in Green Arbour Court ; here in 1759 
he produced the Enquiry into the Present State of Polite Learning in Europe^ his earliest 
original book. The publication of this little work introduced Goldsmith to the book- 
sellers, and he began to contri- 
T H R' bute prose and verse to several 

periodicals. From the miscel- 
laneous labour which gradually 
made him prominent, there stands 
out The Citizen of the World, 
which was published in 1762. 
About this time Goldsmith's ac- 
quaintance with Johnson began, 
and his fame also, for Johnson 
immediately perceived the genius 
of this obscure and painful hack- 
writer ; ** Dr. Goldsmith," he said, 
" is one of the first men we now 
have as an author." He soon 
justified his friend's judgment, 
Suppofed to be written by Himself, iox The Traveller \n 1764 placed 

him in the front rank of the poets 
^_^^^^^^_^_^__^_^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ of the day, and enjoyed instant 

and substantial success.^ Gold- 

SperaU miferi^ cavete falices. smith collected his Essays in 

1765, and, appearing in purple 
' ' silk small-clothes and a scarlet 

roquelaure, endeavoured to re- 
sume his labours as a physician, 
but he did not contrive to secure 
a practice, and returned to litera- 
ture. As far back as 1762 John- 
son had carried off and sold for 
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Printed by B. C O L L I N S» the author's benefit, a novel 

ForP.NlWflMRY, in P«icr Nofter-Rovv, London, which appeared at length, in 

M P C C L X V I. 1766, as The Vicar of Wakefield ; 

this was recognised as a master- 
piece immediately. The author, nevertheless, indolently returned to that miscellaneous 
scribbling which barely supported him with food and the gay clothes in which 
he delighted. By the close of 1767, however, he had in rehearsal at Covent Garden 
a comedy. The Good Natur^d Man, which was brought out in January following, and 
enjoyed a partial success. Goldsmith was present at the first performance " in a suit 
of Tyrian bloom, satin grain, and garter-blue silk breeches," but afterwards burst out 
a-crying because one low scene with bailiffs was hissed ; he made, however, ;^5oo by 
this comedy. He thought the sum inexhaustible, and he moved into Brick Court, 
Middle Temple, where he furnished a set of chambers luxuriouslv. At the same time 



* In 1902 a curious first draft of this poem, entitled A Prospect of Society^ and bearing no date, was 
discovered by Mr. Bertram Dobell. 
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he was beginning the series of lively school-books — Animated Nature, Roman HUlory, 
and History of England — which were to enjoy so constant a popularity. Thus engaged, 
he reached the year 1770, when his poem of The Deserted Villi^e appeared. He then 

went off to Paris with Mrs. Horneck and - — ' 

her lovely daughter, " the Jessamy Bride." 
There is not much more to chronicle in 
the life of Goldsmilh, except ihe charming 
incidents of his friendship with Johnson 
and Reynolds, and the production of She 
Stoops to Conquer m March 1773. His 
last poem, Retaliation, seems to have been 
written in February 1774, but before it 
could be printed the poet was gone. He 
suflered from a local disorder, and though 
being treated by a skilful physician, insisted 
on taking a quack medicine, under the 
influence of which he sank, in his cham- 
bers at Brick Court, on the 4th of April 
1774. He was buried in the churchyard 
of the Temple, but Johnson wrote for 
Westminster Abbey a celebrated and 
splendid epitaph. His charming poem. 
The Haunch of Venison, was published 
posthumously in 1776. Goldsmith died 
in debt, and his fever, it was believed, 
was exasperated by anxiety. " But," as 
Johnson said, "let not his frailties be re- 
membered ; he was a very great man." 
It was his nature to swing between the 
extremes of poverty and extravagance, and 
he could never have been " comfortably off." 
From a lad, and to the end, he had a singular passion for brilliant and expensive clothes, 
Goldsniith was candour itself, and could no more conceal his vanity, envy, and levity 
than he could his generosity, enthusiasm, and sweetness of temper. He had great 
simplicity, and none of those artifices by which men protect themselves from the 
e of the world. When all his faults are told, he was the most lovable of men. 



Olivia ill-oMd by the LondUdy 

Frvm " The Vicar ef Wakifield." Edition 



From "The Vicar of Wakefield." 

My wife and daughters, happening to return a visit to neighbour Flamborough's, found 
that family had lately got their pictures drawn by a limner, who travelled ihe country and 
took likenesses for tilteen shillings a head. As this family and ours had long a sort of 
rivalry in point of taste, our spirit look (he alarm at this siolen march upon us, and, not- 
withstanding all I could say, and I said much, it was resolved that we should have our 
pictures done too. Having therefore engaged the limner, — for what could 1 do? — our 
next deliberation was lo show the superiority of our taste in the attitudes. As for our 
neighbour's family, there were seven of them ; and they were drawn with seven oranges, 
a thing quite out of taste, no variety in life, no composition in the world. We desired lo 
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have something in a brighter style, and after many debates at length came to a 

resolution of being drawn together, 
in one large historical family piece. 
This would be cheaper, since one 
frame would serve for all, and it 
would be infinitely more genteel : 
for all families of any taste were 
now drawn in the same manner. 
As we did not immediately recol- 
lect an historical subject to hit 
us, we were contented each with 
being drawn as independent his- 
I torical figures. My wife desired 
to be represented as Venus, and 
the painter was desired not to be 
too frugal of his diamonds in her 
stomacher and hair. Her two little 
ones were to be as Cupids by her 
side ; while 1, in my gown and 
band, was to present her with my 
books on the Whislonian contro- 
versy. Olivia would be drawn as 
lUiiatntioo by Stothard to "The View of W»kefi«ld" "" Amazon, sitting upon a bank of 

flowers, dressed in a green Joseph, 

richly laced with gold, and a whip in her hand. Sophia was to be a shepherdess, with 

as many sheep as the painter 

could put in for nothing ; and 

Moses was to be dressed out 

with an hat and white feather. 

Our taste so much pleased the 

Squire that he insisted on being 

put in as one of the family, in 

tlic character of Alexander the 

Great, at Olivia's feel. This was 

considered by us all as an indi- 
cation of his desire to be intro- 
duced into the family ; nor could 

we refuse his request. 

Through the first half of 
the eighteenth century, those 
who speculated with any free- 
dom on the principles of re- 
ligion and on its relation to 
conduct were loosely classed 
together as deists. In its 
general denunciation of in- 
dependent thought, the age 
made no distinction between 
the optimistic rationalists, who 
proceeded from Shaftesbury, The Emigrants 

and philosophic scepticism of IlU^lratUn by SlMard to ■• Tht DturHd Vitlast" 

a critical or even destructive kind. Those who approach the subject from 
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the purely literary standpoint, as we do in these pages, are in danger of 

underrating the intellectual 
importance of this undermin- 
ing of faith, because it was 
conducted by men whose 
talent and whose command 
of style were insufficient to 
preserve their writings. On 
the other hand, all the most 
eminent and vital authors 
combine to deride and malign 
the deists and to persuade 
us of their insignificance. 
When we see Swift, in his 
magnificent irony, descend 
like an eagle upon such an 
intellectual shrewmouse as 
Collins, whose principal 
modern advocate describes 
him as "always slipshod in 
style and argument, and 
tedious in spite of his 
brevity," we think the con- 
Matthew Tiadal test too unequal to be in- 
Afiir tkt Portrait by B.Dandridgt tercsting. Nor does a rapid 

literary survey afford us occasion to dilate on such very hackney writers 

as Toland and Tindal, Whiston and Chubb. 

The lives of the deists were generally 
obscure and sometimes dishonoured. Society 
looked down upon them with a contempt that 
was occasionally deserved. John Toland 
(1670-1722) was praclically hunted out of Eng- 
land for free-thinking, in spite of the encourage- 
ment of Locke, aiid afterwards of Shaftesbury. 
He was driven to the life of a hackney author. 
Matthew Tindal {1653-1733) was an object 
of aversion to the authorities of Oxford, where 
he spent the greater part of his life as a Fellow 
of AU Souls'. He made the High Church party 
the object of his unceasing attacks, and was 
rewarded witli the reputation of a glutton and 
a debauchee. In William Whiston (1667- 
1752) we meet with a more learned mind and 

a more attractive petson. His autobiography '*^'' 

reveals him, as Sir I^slie Stephen has pointed Afur the Portrait iy Mr,. HoadUy 

out, as a sort of A'icar of Wakefield. He lectured on scientific subjects with great 
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pertinacity, and his lenient views on prophecy and inspiration scandalised those more 

thoroughgoing sceptics, Thomas Chubb (1679- 1 747) and Anthony Collins 

(167 6- 1 729). The latter was the most daring of all the deists, and the most 
vehemently attacked. It was he who was willing to admit, by a vast concession, 
that St. Paul was "a man of sense and a gentleman." All these authors claimed 
intellectual descent from Locke, who would have repudiated the paternity. 

Tkf Towards the middle of the century, however, the habit of mind en- 

tstonam gendered by the humble, but sometimes entirely sincere, destructive deists, 
bore fruit in a species of literature which they had not dreamed of. There 
can be little question that the progress of critical speculation, the tendency to 
take obvious things for granted no longer, but to discuss their phenomena 
and distinguish their bases, led to the happiest results in the province of 
history. To the period which we have now reached belong three historians 
of high rank — all three, as it was long believed, of the very highest rank — 
Hume, Robertson, Gibbon. If modern taste no longer places the first two 
of these in quite so exalted a position as the eighteenth century did, each, at 
any rate, so far surpassed any previous rival as to be considered in another 
class. In the trio we do not hesitate to recognise the pioneers of a new kind 
of literature, the earliest scientific historians of the English school. Till 1753, 
history in England had meant no more than the compilation of memoirs ; it 
was now to be a branch of creative literature, carefully constructed and 
subjected to wholesome criticism. 

Dmnd Hume, The eldest of these historians, David Hume, began by the publication of 
philosophical treatises and passed on to be an essayist in a broader and less 
technical field. His studies in the British constitution and his inquiries into 
political precedents led him gradually to attempt a History of Great Britain 
from the Union to his own day. The volume containing James /. and 
Charles /. produced an extraordinary sensation. Hume's long practice in 
philosophy had prepared him to excel in the specious presentment of facts, 
and the point of view^ which he chose to adopt was novel, and calculated 
to excite a great deal of discussion. His book was read with as much 
avidity as a novel by Richardson or Fielding — a result which was aided 
by the simplicity and elegance of his style, which proceeds, limpid, manly, 
and serene, without a trace of effort. The History was concluded by a sixth 
volume in 1762, and Hume lived on for fourteen years more, dying in the 
enjoyment of an uncontested fame, as the greatest of modern historians. 

This position it would be absurd to say that he has maintained. Hume 
had little of the more recently developed conscientiousness about the use of 
materials. If he found a statement quoted, he would indolently adopt it 
without troubling to refer to the original document. He was willing to make 
lavish use of the collections of Thomas Carte (1686-1754), a laborious and 
unfortunate predecessor of his, whose Jacobite prejudices had concealed his 
considerable pretensions as an historical compiler. Carte died just when 
Hume's first volume appeared, and this fact perhaps saved Hume from some 
unpleasant animadversions. Modern critics have shown that Hume's pages 
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swarm with inaccuracies, and that, what is a worse fault, his predilections 
for Tory ideas led him to do wilful injustice to the opponents of arbitrary 
power. All this, however, is little to the point ; Hume is no longer appealed 
to as an authority. He is read for his lucid and beautiful English, for the 
skill with which he marshals vast trains of events before the mental eye, for 
his almost theatrical force in describing the evolution of a crisis. If we 
compare his work from this point of view with all that had preceded it in 
English literature, we shall see how eminent is the innovation we owe to 
Hume. He first made history readable. 

David Hume (171 1-1776) was the second si»n and third child of a small Scotch 
laird, Joseph Hume or Homi;, of Ninewdls in Berwickshire, at the very edge of 
England; but he ivas born, on the 26th of April 1711, in Edinburgh. During his 
infancy his father died, and his mother, "a woman of singular merit," brought up her 
three children as well as she 
might at Ninewdls. David 
Hume showed no precocity of 
intelligence, and his motlmr 
described him as "a fine, 
good-natured creature, but 

Nothing definite is known 
about his education. Be 
tween the ages of fifteen 
and twenty-three he seems 
to have lived in apparent 
idleness at Ninewclls, but he 
was already a deep student 
of the classics, and was 
meditating 3 revolution in 
moral philosophy. In 1734 
he went over to France, and 
resided there three years, 
mainly among the Jesuits at 
I^ Fleche. Here he wrote the 
Treatise of Human Nature, 
his first work, which remained 
unpublished, however, until 
1739. Two years liefore this 
Hume had returned to Nine- David Hume 

wells, where he buried himsdf Afttr m Porlrait by Umt, Ramsay 

for several years in study and in philosophical composition. His Essays, Moral and 
Political, appeared anonymously in Edinburgh in 1 741 and 1 742. Although his name 
was not given to the public, his writings began to be appreciated by men like Hutcheson, 
Butler, and the precocious Adam Smith. It is difficult to understand, however, in what 
mode the little ancestral estate in Berwickshire was made to produce a li\'elihood 
for the Hume family ; it became imperative at last that David should do something 
to earn money. Hence, at the age of thirty-four, he consented to become tutor 
to an imbecile and mean young nobleman, the Marquis of Annandale. Hume bore 
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this bondage for twelve monihs, and ihen threw it up to become secretary to 
General SL Clair, whom he accompanied on the disastrous expedition to L'OrienL 
Two years later the same general took Hume with him on his embassy to Austria 
and Italy. Hume was seen at Turin in 1748, "disguised in scarlet" and wearing 
his uniform " like a grocer of the train-bands " ; his could never have been a 
military figure. While he was in Italy his PhUosophical Essays concerning Human 
Understanding were published. He returned to England in 1749, to be met by 
the news of his mother's death ; he rejoined his brother and sister at Ninewells for 
three more noiseless years, and devoted himself to composition. His Enquiry 
concerning Mentis appeared in 1751, and his Pdilical Discourses Jn 1752. His 
Dialogues concerning Natural Reiigion, although with- 
held from the press until 1779, belong to this period. 
Hume was now famous ; he described himself, in 
1751, as possessing, besides a competency, "order, 
frugality, a strong sense of independency, good 
health, a contented humour, and an unabated love 
I of study." He determined to move with his sister 

into Edinburgh, and accordingly he took a great 
house in the I.awnmarket, He presently began "a 
work which will occupy me several years, and which 
yields me much satisfaction, Tis a History of 
Britain from the Union of the Crowns to the present 
time." In January 1752 Hume was elected Librarian 
to the Advocates, and the outcry caused by this 
Lord Hertford modest appointment shows that the charge of infi- 

From an Engraving delity had already been raised against him. The 

ladies, however, were violently Hume's partisans, and one of them "broke off all 
commerce with her lover because he voted against " the philosopher. The collected 
edition of his Essays and Treatises, in four volumes, increased Hume's popularity 
in 1753 and 1754, and in the latter year the first volume of the History of Great 
Britain appeared. Curiously enough, although it was widely read from the first, 
it was assailed by one cry of reproach, disapprobation, and even detestation. 
When this outburst of fanatical criticism subsided the sale l)ecame very large, 
and the second volume, in 1756, was still more favourably received, Hume's 
famous Natural History of Religion was published in 1757, and he now resigned 
his post as the Advocates' Librarian, that he might devote himself without inter- 
ruption to literature. He was living quietly in London during the greater part of 
1758 and 1759, and in Edinburgh again until 1763. Lord Hertford then persuaded 
him to accompany him as secretary on his embassy to Paris, where Hume was 
received with enthusiasm; very comical accounts of his behaviour under the process 
of honising were given by Lord Charlemont and -Madame d'Epinay. He gave great 
satisfaction to Lord Hertford, who secured him a pension of ^400 a year, and in 
January 1766 Hume returned to I^ndon, bringing Rousseau with him. In 1767 
he became Under-Secretary of Stale, a post which he held long enough to be able 
to retire to Edinburgh in August 1769 with a i>ension of j£,\ooa a year, and to build a 
house in a new street which has ever since borne in his honour the name of "Sl 
Davids," He occupied himself in adding slowly to his History, and in "softening 
and expunging many villainous seditious \\'hig strokes which had crept into it," for 



HUME 



351 



>*W4^j 



Hume was growing a passionate Tory in his old age. He retained his good-humour 
and an uncommon degree of cheerful health until 1775, when he began to suffer 
from an internal ^.^ m 

haemorrhage, which yyO^^^f^sf 

exhausted him, but 
happily was attended 
by very little pain. 
He met death with 
extraordinary simpli- 
city and courage, 
ardent and gay to the 
last, without repin- 
ing, as one totally 
detached from life. 
The end cameon the 
25th of August 1 776, 
and his body, fol- 
lowed by a great mob 
of all that consti- 
tuted the society of 
Edinburgh, was 
buried on the Calton 
Hill. Hume was a 
very fat and some- 
what clumsy little 
man, with " a broad, 
unmeaning face " ; 
he never married 
although 



m 



courted by the ladies. 
His character was 
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serene and cheerful / /^ v- 

de- ^ Wc-ttl^ 



to an emment 
gree ; he was looked 
upon with horror by 
the orthodox as a 
dangerous infidel. 









^ ., , ^MnUty^"^ 

but in truth he was ^^$$1^^'^'^^^^/ 
exactly what he mer- -^ f^jmrn^ i*f Xi^ 

rily described him- ' / 

self as being a Letter from Hume in Reference to his Quarrel with Rousseau 

sober, discreet, virtuous, regular, quiet, good-natured man of a bad reputation. 



Hume's Character of Himself. 

To conclude historically with my own character, I am, or rather was (for that is the 
style I must now use in speaking of myself, which emboldens me the more to speak my 
sentiments) ; I was, I say, a man of mild dispositions, of command of temper, of an open, 
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social, and cheerful humour, capable of attachment, but little susceptible of enmity, and of 
great moderation in all my passions. Even my love of literary fame, my ruling passion, 
never soured my temper, notwithstanding my frequent disappointments. My company 
was not unacceptable to the young and careless, as well as to the studious and literary ; 
and as I took a p>articular pleasure in the company of modest women, I had no reason to 
be displeased with the reception I met with from them. In a word, though most men any 
wise eminent have found reason to complain of calumny, I never was touched or even 
attacked by her baleful tooth ; and though I wantonly exposed myself to the rage of both 
civil and religious factions, they seemed to be disarmed in my behalf of their wonted fury. 
My friends never had occasion to vindicate any one circumstance of my character and 
conduct ; not but that the zealots, we may well suppose, would have been glad to invent 
and propagate any story to my disadvantage, but they could never find any which they 
thought would wear the face of probability. 

I cannot say there is no vanity in making this funeral oration of myself, but I hope it 
is not a misplaced one ; and this is a matter of fact which is easily cleared and ascertained. 

William Ten years younger than Hume, there can be no question that William 

Robertson owed his initiation as a writer to the more famous philosopher. 
When still a minister in a parish in Edinburgh, he produced his History 
of Scotland^ in which he dealt with the half-century preceding the point 
where Hume began. This was the first, and remained the most famous, 
of a series of historical works which achieved a success the incidents of 
which read to us now as almost fabulous. If the record can be believed, 
Robertson was the British author who, of all in the eighteenth century, 
was continuously the best paid for what he wrote. In Robertson the faults 
as well as the merits of Hume were exaggerated. His style, with a certain 
Gallic artificiality, was nevertheless extremely brilliant and graceful, and in 
the finish of its general summaries surpassed that of the elder historian. 
But Robertson was still more unwilling than Hume to turn to the original 
sources of knowledge, still more content to take his facts second-hand, and 
not less superficial in his estimate of the forces underlying the movements 
of political and social history. It may be doubted whether the exercise of 
such research as we think inevitable for such a task, and as both Hume 
and Robertson disdained, might not have spoiled that brilliant, if always 
inadequate, evolution which so deeply fascinated their contemporaries, and 
may still, for a while, dazzle ourselves. What they wrote was not so much 
history in the exact sense, as a philosophical survey of events, in which 
they thought it not admissible only, but proper, to tincture the whole with 
the colour of their own convictions or political views. They were, in fact, 
empirics, who prepared the world of readers for genuine scientific history, 
and the founder of the latter was Gibbon. 

^Villiam Robertson (i 721-1 793) was the son of the minister of Borthwick in 
Mid-Lothian, where he was born on the 19th of September 1721. He was trained at 
Dalkeith School and Edinburgh University, presenting at both a model of industry 
and accomplishment. His father was promoted to the Greyfriars Church in Edin- 
burgh, and the son was appointed, at the age of twenty-two, minister of Gladsmuir in 
East Lothian. He was hardly settled in the manse before the death of his father and 
his mother, within a few hours of one another, threw the entire burden of a brother 
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and six sisters on his hands. Robertson possessed signal enei^y and elevation of 
character ; he did not shrink from his responsibilities, and by sheer ability he soon 
rose to a position of high influence in the Church of Scotland. Meanwhile, as early as 
1753, he had begun to collect materials for a great literary enterprise, and in 1759 he 
issued in two volumes his cele- 
brated History of Scotland. 
This brought him in much 
honour, monej', and prestige, 
but although tempted to come 
up to London, he did not 
allow the flattery of his new 
admirers to interfere with the 
noiseless conduct of his life. 
He remained at his ecclesias- 
tical post in Edinburgh, and 
he leisurely set about his 
History of Charles V., which 
appeared in 1769 in three 
volumes. Subsequently he 
gave his attention, with less 
brilliant success, to the his- 
tories of America and of India. 
In his own age Robertson 
was held the equal of Hume 
and of Gibbon, each of whom, 
indeed, he excelled in the 
purely material parts of suc- 
cess. Industrious, serviceable, 
and wholly unpretentious, 
Robertson made no enemies 
even as historiographer for 

Scotland. His famous phrase WiUi»m Robertioa 

about the duty of not going to ^^.^^ ,^^ ^^^,„„., ^^ ^ir Mk,.a R^nold, 

see stage plays — " it is sacred 

on me, but not obligator)' on others " — exemplifies the prudence and candour of his 
mind. After a lifa of extreme contentment, Robertson died, where he had lived so 
long, in Edinburgh, on the nth of June 1793- 

To Edward Gibbox, who timidly deprecated cotnparison with Robertson E.{ward 
and Hume, criticism is steadily awarding a place higher and higher above J^'jf^'ijo, 
them. He is, indeed, one of the great writers of the century, one of those 
who exemplify in the finest way the signal merits of the age in which he 
flourished. The book by which he mainly survives, the vast Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire, began to appear in 1776, and was not completed until 
1788. It was at once discovered by all who were cotnpetent to judge, that 
here was a new thing nitroduced into the literature of the world. Mezeray 
and Voltaire had written in French, Hume and Robertson in English, 



354 HISTORY OF ENGLISH UTERATURE 

historical works which had charming qualities of the rhetorical order, but 
which did not pass beyond the rudimentary stage of history, in which the 
hasty compilation of documents, without close investigation of their value, 
took the place of genuine and independent research. At length in Gibbon, 
after a life of forty years mostly spent in study and reflection, a writer was 
found who united "all the broad spirit of comprehensive sur\'ey with the 
thorough and minute patience of a Benedictine," After long debate. Gibbon 
fixed upon the greatest historical subject which the chronicle of the world 
supplied ; undaunted by its extreme obscurity and remoteness, he determined 
to persevere in investigating it, and 
to sacrifice all other interests and 
ambitions to its complete elucida- 
tion. The mysterious and elaborate 
story of the transition from the 
Pagan to the Christian world might 
well have daunted any mind, but 
Gibbon kept his thoughts detached 
from all other ideas, concentrating 
his splendid intellect on this vast 
and solitary theme, until his patience 
and his force moved the mountain, 
and " the encyclopaedic history," as 
Freeman calls it, " the grandest of 
all historical designs," took form and 
shape in six magnificent volumes. 
Some modern critics have found 
Edward Gibboa *^^ attitude of Gibbon unsympa- 

Aftertk.F.r>..i.>.ySirU.^uaR.,.oU. thct.c, his manner cold and super- 

ficial, his scepticism impervious to 
the passion of religious conviction. We may admit that these charges are 
well founded, and set them down to the credit of the age in which he lived, 
so averse to enthusiasm and ebullition. But to dwell too long on these 
defects is to miss a recognition of Gibbon's unique importance. His style 
possesses an extraordinary pomp and richness ; ill adapted, perhaps, for the 
lighter parts of speech, it is unrivalled in the exercise of lofty and sustained 
heroic narrative. The language of Gibbon never flags ; he walks for ever 
as to the clash of arms, under an imperial banner ; a military music animates 
his magnificent descriptions of battles, of sieges, of panoramic scenes of 
antique civilisation. He understood, as few historical writers have done, 
how much the reader's enjoyment of a sustained narrative depends on the 
appeal to his visual sense. Perhaps he leaned on this strength of his style 
too much, and sacrificed the abstract to the concrete. But the book is so 
deeply grounded on personal accurate research, is the result of reflection at 
once so bold and so broad, with so extraordinary an intuition selects the 
correct aspect where several points of view were possible, that less than any 
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other history of the eighteenth century does the Decline and Fall tend to 
become obsolete, and of it is still said, what the most scientific of historians said 
only a generation ago, " Whatever else is read, Gibbon must be read too." 

Edward Gibbon (1737-1794) ^■as the eldest son of a country gentleman of good 
family. He was born at Putney on the 27th of April 1737 ; of the seven children of 
his parents he was the only one who sur\'Lved infancy, and his own health was so 
miserable that it was impossible to subject him to any regular course of education. 
He suffered greatly, and he aftenvards attributed the preservation of his life to the 
devoted care of his aunt, Catherine Porten, Shut 
out from the ordinary channels of learning, Gibbon 
read with an " indiscriminate appetite which subsided 
by d^rees into the historic line," At the age of 
fifteen a great and unexpected improvement took place 
in his health, and his nervous disorders vanished. 
He was immediately sent to Magdalen College, 
Oxford, where he passed fourteen months, " the most 
idle and unprofitable of my whole life. To the 
University of Oxford," he says, '" I acknowledge no 
obligation." He became greatly attracted to theo- 
logical disquisition, and in 1753, in the beginning 
of his seventeenth year, he "fell by the noble hand" 
of Bossuet, and was privately admitted into the 
Church of Rome. He could not return to Oxford, 
and his father instantly hurried him over to Switzer- 
land, where he was placed in the charge of a Protestant Edward Gilriwa 
pastor at I^^usanne. It look a whole year and a Front the 1796 Bdiiion of his " Worts" 
hair to convert him back to Calvinism, but at the 

close of 1754 "the articles of the Romish creed disappeared like a dream," and he 
received the sacrament in the Protestant church. His intellectual progress at 
Lausanne was steady and brilliant; Gibbon soon advanced beyond the speed and 
measure of his tutor, who wisely, he says, "left me to my genius." Before he left 
Lausanne, in April 1758, he had made a survey of the Latin classics, which 
was neither hasty nor superficial, and had laid the foundation of a study of Greek 
literature. In 1757 he met Susanne Curchod, the beauty of Lausanne, and spoke 
to her in "the voice of truth and passion"; but his father "would not hear of 
this strange alliance," and Gibbon himself was destitute and therefore helpless. 
"After a painful struggle, I yielded to my fate; I sighed as a lover, I obeyed as a 
son." The lady became famous as Madame Neeker, and Gibbon never indulged 
again in any dream of matrimonial felicity. After five years of retired and happy 
mental training in Lausanne, during which time Gibbon lost for life all the insular 
prejudices of the race, his father abruptly summoned him to England. His father 
welcomed him "on terms of easy and equal politeness," but he had married a second 
time ; his step-mother, however, proved a cultivated woman and a delightful friend. 
In 1761 Gibbon published in French an Essay on the Study of Literature, which he 
had composed in Switzerland. He now appears to us in the incongruous capacity of 
the acting colonel of a militia regiment of grenadiers; at first the exercises of the 
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field were interesdng to one who already intended to be a military historian, but he 
was soon weaned and disgusted with the toil and the company. When the militia 
were disbanded in the last days of 1762, Gibbon did not conceal his satisfaction. He 
lost no time in leaving England, and spent four months in Paris, before settling again in 
Lausanne, where hespent the remainder of 1 763 in preparing fora study of the antiquities 
of Italy. He then went south, and in his memorable words, " It was at Rome, on the 
iSth of October 1764, as I sat musing amid the ruins of the Capitol, while the bare- 
footed friars were singing vespers in the Temple of Jupiter, that the idea of writing the 
Decline and fall of the city first started to my mind." In the summer of 1765 he 
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returned to England, eager to begin his colossal task, but the time and his own genius 
were not ripe fur it. He occupied himself on various schemes, which came to nothing, 
until 1770, when his father died at Burilon, leaving an encumbered estate. Gibbon 
moved into I>ondon, where he lived very quietly, and now with astonishing concentra- 
tion of purpose set himself to the construction of his great histor)' ; the first volume 
was finished in 1773 and published three years later. The author was unknown to the 
world, and even his accjuainiances, like Horace Walpole, had "never suspected the 
extent of his talents." Three large editions were sold otT in a few weeks, and Gibbon's 
position was assured. He went over to Paris, and there was so much feted that it 
was "quite a struggle to get him." During these years (1774-80) Gibbon was in 
Parliament as M.P. for Liskeard, and from 1779 to 1783 he held the lucrative 
appointment of a Lord of Trade. When Lord North went out of office Gibbon 
found his income very sensibly reduced, and he determined to leave England. 
In September 1783 he joined his friend Dcyverdun at I.ausanne, in a house 
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overlooking the I^ke of Geneva. Here, for four years, immersed in work, "one 
day glided by another in tranquil uniformity." On the night of the 27th of June 
1787 the colossal task was finished, and the last page written of the last volume 
of the Decline and Fall, He took the MS. to England, and the three con- 
cluding volumes of the book were published in May 1788. Gibbon rapidly returned 
to I^usanne, where in a little more than a year he was called upon to part from 
his companion and lifelong friend, the excellent Deyverdun. Gibbon began to 
lose pleasure in his beautiful house at Lausanne, and he determined " to fly from 
poor Deyverdun*s shade, which meets me at every turn." He delayed, however, 
reluctant to move, until the Revolution frightened him away in 1793, after an exile of 
ten years. He was now much a sufferer from the gout, and grown very inactive in 
body ; this perhaps predisposed him to a variety of disorders, of which dropsy was 
the most prominent. Yet his final illness was a surprise to those about him, and it is 
said that but for his own singular neglect of his symptoms it needed by no means to 
have been fatal. He died in his lodgings in St. James's Street on the i6th of 
January 1794. His most intimate friend. Lord Sheffield, who had not been able to 
reach him in time to bid him farewell, undertook the arrangement and publication of 
Gibbon's papers, and continued during the remainder of his life, with equal judgment 
and piety, to protect the fame of the historian. Above all, he edited in 1796 the 
invaluable fragments of an autobiography which Gibbon had left. In middle life 
the historian became extremely corpulent, and "his mouth, mellifluous as Plato's, was a 
round hole nearly in the centre of his visage." He was the type of the elegant and 
philosophical hedonist of the eighteenth century, and " sometimes gave the prettiest 
little dinners in the world." But we think of him mainly in his salon on the terrace at 
I^usanne, buried for hour after hour in his herculean labour of reconstructing the 
ancient world from the ruins of its decay. 

. From "The Decline and Fall." 

The eloquence of Claudian has celebrated, with lavish applause, the victory of Pollentia, 
one of the most glorious days in the life of his patron; but his reluctant and partial muse 
bestows more genuine praise on the character of the Gothic king. His name is indeed 
branded with the reproachful epithets of pirate and robber, to which the conquerors of 
every age are so justly entitled ; but the poet of Stilicho is compelled to acknowledge that 
Alaric possessed the invincible temper of mind, which rises superior to every misfortune, 
and derives new resources from adversity. After the total defeat of his infantry, he escaped, 
or rather withdrew, from the field of battle, with the greatest part of his cavalry entire and 
unbroken. Without wasting a moment to lament the irreparable loss of so many brave 
companions, he left his victorious enemy to bind in chains the captive images of a Gothic 
king ; and boldly resolved to break through the unguarded passes of the Apennine, to 
spread desolation over the fruitful face of Tuscany, and to conquer and die before the gates 
of Rome. The capital was saved by the active and incessant diligence of Stilicho : but he 
respected the despair of his enemy ; and, instead of committing the fate of the republic to 
the chance of another battle, he proposed to purchase the absence of the Barbarians. The 
spirit of Alaric would have rejected such terms, the permission of a retreat, and the offer 
of a pension, with contempt and indignation; but he exercised a limited and precarious 
authority over the independent chieftains, who had raised him, for their service, above the 
rank of his equals ; they were still less disposed to follow an unsuccessful general, and 
many of them were tempted to consult their interest by a private negotiation with the 
minister of Honorius. 
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From Gibbon's " Letters." 

On the day, or rather thenighi, of the 27th of June 1787, beiu-een the hours of eleven 
and twelve, I wrote the last lines of the last page [of The Decline and Fall\ in a summer- 
house in my garden [at Lausanne]. After laying down my pen, I took several turns in a 
berceau, or covered walk of acacias, which commands a prospect of the country, the lake 
and the mountains. The air was temperate, the sky was serene, the silver orb of the moon 
was reflected from the waters, and all nature was silent. I will not dissemble the first 
emotions of joy at the recovery of my freedom, and perhaps the establishment of my fame. 
But my pride was soon humbled, and a sober melancholy was spread over my mind by the 
idea that 1 had taken an everlasting- farewell of an old and agreeable companion, and (hat 
whatsoever might be the future fate of my historj', the life of the historian must be short 
and precarious. 

History, fiction, poetry — these were the three departments in which the 
literature of the centre of the eighteenth century in England mainly excelled, 
so far as form was concerned, and of these we have now given a rapid survey. 
If we consider philosophy, we must revert again to Hume, the leading 
utilitarian of the age, and as a 
critic of thought without a ri\'al. 
It is difhcult, however, to give to 
the philosophical writings of Hume 
more prominence in such an out- 
line as this than we give to those 
of Locke, although his merit as 
a writer on speculative subjects is 
never quite so negative as Locke's. 
The limpid grace of his style is 
apparent even in a production so 
technical as the Treatise of Human 
Nature. Still less must Hutchesou, 
Hartley, or Reid detain us, pro- 
minent as was the position taken 

^ . „ . ,_ by each of these in the develop- 

Fnucu Hutcheaon ,,■■-, ■ - ■ . '. 

.,„,.,. ment of philosophical speculation. 

trgm an Engraving by F. ISarliilatti '^ '^ ^ 

Philosophy by this time had become 
detached from belles lettres ; it was now quite indifferent to those who 
practised it whether their sentences were harmonious or no. Their sole 
anxiety was to express what they had to say with the maximum of distinct- 
ness. Philosophy, in fact, quitted literature and became a part of science. 

It is not oftt:n that the lives of the philosophers offer many incidents of a picturesque 
value to the biographer. Nothing disturbed the quietude of Hutcheson, Hartley, and 
Reid. Francis Hutcheson (1694-1746) was an Irish clergyman and schoolmaster, 
who was born at Drumalig, County Down, on the 8th of August 1694, and kept school 
in Ireland until 1724, when he came to reside permanently in Glasgow as Professor 
of Moral Philosophy in that University. His Inquiry into the Originals of our 
Ideas of Beauty and Virtue appeared anonymously in 1725; his great System of 
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Moral Philosophy was posthumous (1755)- David Hartley (1705-1757) was a 
Yorkshire physician, educated at Jesus College, Cambridge, whose ingenious treatise 
on vibrations in the brain was published in 
1749 as Ohsetvations on Man. ThomaS 
Reid (1710-1796) lived a life no less un- 
eventful ; he was a minister of the Scotch 
Church, who held successive livings in 
Aberdeenshire, and from 1731 to his death 
was Professor of Philosophy at the Uni- 
versities of first Aberdeen and then Glasgow, 
Re id's most famous book, the Inquiry 
into thi Human Mind, was published in 
1764, In this he attacked Hume, but with 
so little venom that he submitted the proof- 
sheets to that philosopher in order to 
be assured that he was not misrepresenting 
him. 

Nor was theology more amenable 
than philosophy to the charms of style. 
The one great man of religious intellect, 
Joseph Butler, was wholly devoid of ^^"^^ "■^'^ 

;., . ., , ^ 1 J- J ■ £ 1 From an Engraving ly ll'iHiam niake 

literary curiosity, and austerely disdainful 

of the manner in which his thoughts were expressed. When his thought Theslogy 
is direct, Butler's style is lucid and simple ; but when, as is often the 
case, especially in the Analogy, he packs his sentences with labouring com- 
plexities of argument, he becomes exceedingly clumsy and hard. Butler 
stood in complete isolation, as utterly distinct from his contemporaries as 
Milton had been from his. But if we descend to the commoner ground 
of theology, we scarcely meet with features more appropriate to our 
present inquiry. The controversy of Lowlh with Warburton was lively, 
but it was not literature ; the sceptics and the Unitarians did not con- 
duct their disquisitions with more elegance than the orthodox clergy; 
while Paley, whose HortB Paulina comes a little later than the close 
of our present period, seems to mark in its worst form the complete and 
fatal divorce of eighteenth-century theology from anything like passion 
or beauty of form. A complete aridity, or else a bombastic sentimentality, 
is the mark of the prose religious literature of the time. In the hands of 
Hurd or Hugh Blair we have come far, not merely from the gorgeous style 
of Fuller and Taylor, but from the academic grace of Tillotson and the noble 
fulness of Barrow. This decay of theological literature was even more 
strongly marked in France, where, after the death of Massillon, we meet with 
no other noticeable name until the nineteenth century opens. It was due, 
without doubt, to the suspicion of enthusiasm and highly strung religious 
feeling which was felt throughout Europe in the generations preceding the 
Revolution. 
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Joseph Butler (1692-1752), who was the youngest of the eight children of a 
substantial woollen-draper of ^\'antage, was born Jn a house called the Prior)', to which 
his father had retired from business, on the i8ih of May 1692. The family being 
Presbyterians, Butler was sent to a dissenting school at Gloucester, where he formed a 
lifelong friendship with Seeker, afterwards Archbishop of Canterbury, He was trained 
at this school, which was presently moved to Tewkesbury, with a view to his becoming 
a Nonconformist minister. At the age of nineteen he entered, incognito, into a theo- 
logico-metaphysical correspondence with the eminent Dr. Samuel Clarke. That divine 

perceived the greatness of mind 
of his young and unknown 
correspondent, and later on, in 
1716, published the letters of 
the latter anonymously. Butler 
became convinced about 1712 
that it was his duty to conform 
to the Established Church, and 
after some opposition his father 
gave way, permitting him in 
1715 to be entered as a com- 
moner of Oriel College, Oxford. 
It is not certain when he re- 
ceived ordination, but in De- 
cember 17 18 he was a priest, 
and, through the recommenda- 
tion of Clarke, was appointed 
preacher at the Rolls Court. 
He had formed friendships in 
the Talbot family, and in 1722 
the bishop of that name pre- 
sented him with the living of 
Houghton-le-Skeme in his dio- 
Joseph Butler ^^'^ '^^ Durham, and Butler's 

From an Engraving hy Cooptr friend. Seeker, who had also 

joined the Church of England, 
presently followed him to Hough ton -le-Spring. It was Seeker (who had greater 
aplomb than Butler), who persuaded Bishop Talbot in 1725 to remove their friend 
to the far more amenable rectory of Stanhope ; this enabled Butler to resign the 
preachership of the Rolls in 1 726, on which occasion he published his Fi/leen Stmions. 
These gave him at once a leading position among philosophic theologians. For seven 
years he now lived buried at Stanhope, gradually shaping his great work. The Analogy 
of Religion. It appeared to Seeker that his friend was contented with too extreme an 
obscurity, and when he himself was appointed chaplain to the king, his first thought was 
for the advancement of Butler; but on speaking to Queen Caroline, her discouraging 
reply was, "I thought Mr. Butler had been dead." When one of the Talbots was 
made Lord Chancellor, however, he appointed Butler his chaplain in 1733, and this 
brought the recluse back to London and to Oxford. 'I'he queen now discovered that 
he was alive, and in 1736 made him her clerk of the closet ; but the following year she 
died. In 1 738 Butler was made Vice-Dean of Rochester and Bishop of Bristol. By 



BUTLER 361 

this time, namely in 1736, the Analogy had been published, and had gradually enforced 
the attention of all thinking persons. The solidity and gravity of the argument, however, 
failed to provoke much of that controversy in which the eighteenth century was apt to 
delight; the deists, in particular, were careful to leave Butler alone. In 1740 he was 
made Dean of St. Paul's, which office he held with Bristol, but resigned his connection 
with Stanhope and Rochester. His repairs at Bristol were so extensive, that they cost 
him annually a larger sum than the income of the See, but Butler used to say that " the 
deanery of St. Paul's paid for them." In 1747 he was offered the Primacy, but refused 
it, saying, probably in a fit of low spirits, that "it was too late for him to try to 
support a falling Church." Nor was it without great difficulty that he was persuaded, 
in July 1750, to allow himself to be translated to Durham, where he did not indeed take 
full possession till a year later. He bought a mansion at Hampstead, which he made 
his residence whenever he had to visit London, in which " most enchanting, gay, pretty, 
elegant house," he dined with Seeker, now also a bishop, whenever it was possible to 
do so. Butler, however, had scarcely settled into his duties at Durham when his 
health gave way. Early in June 1752 he was carried to Bath, already in a very alarming 
condition ; he w^as very much troubled by the heat, and the physicians immediately 
despaired of him. On the i6th of the month he died, and was buried, not at Durham, 
but in his old cathedral of Bristol. Although he was only sixty when he died, Butler 
had long borne the appearance of a very aged man. He was divinely placid and 
venerable ; " his white hair hung gracefully on his shoulders, and his whole figure was 
patriarchal." He had an extraordinary gift for awakening and retaining affection, and 
Seeker was but the oldest and the most eminent of a chain of devoted friends. In his 
younger days he used to gallop around his parish on a black pony, "always riding very 
fast." He was helpless in the hands of beggars, who would sometimes so cluster about 
him, as to force him to take shelter in his own rectory. Little else is recorded of the 
habits of this contemplative, innocent, and saintly man. 

From "The Analogy of Religion." 

If there are any persons who never set themselves heartily and in earnest to be 
informed in religion ; if there are any who secretly wish it may not prove true, and are 
less attentive to evidence than to difficulties, and more to objections than to what is said 
in answer to them ; these persons will scarce be thought in a likely way of seeing the 
evidence of religion, though it were most certainly true and capable of being ever so fully 
proved. If any accustom themselves to consider this subject usually in the way of mirth 
and sport ; if they attend to forms and representations and inadequate manners of expres- 
sion, instead of the real things intended by them (for signs often can be no more than in- 
adequately expressive of the things signified), or if they substitute human errors in the 
room of divine truth ; why may not all or any of these things hinder some men from seeing 
that evidence which really is seen by others ; as a like turn of mind with respect to matters 
of common speculation and practice does, we find by experience, hinder them from 
attaining that knowledge and right understanding in matters of common speculation and 
practice, which more fair and attentive minds attain to ? And the effect will be the same, 
whether their neglect of seriously considering the evidence of religion, and their indirect 
behaviour with regard to it, proceed from mere carelessness or from the grosser vices, or 
whether it be owing to this, that forms and figurative manners of expression as well as 
errors administer occasions of ridicule, when the things intended and the truth itself would 
not. Men may indulge a ludicrous turn so far as to lose all sense of conduct and prudence 
in worldly affairs, and even, as it seems, to impair their faculty of reason. And in general, 
levity, carelessness, passion, and prejudice, do hinder us from being rightly informed with 
respect to common things ; and they may, in like manner, and perhaps in some further 
providential manner, with respect to moral and religious subjects, hinder evidence from 
being laid before us, and from beingf seen when it is. 
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William Warburton (1698-1779) was born at Newark on theZ4th of December 
1698, Ho was intended to 
follow his father's profession 
and be clerk of his native 
town, but at the age of twenty- 
five he received holy orders 
from the Archbishop of York 
without having enjoyed any 
college training. He was 
conscious of his educational 
deficiencies, and for eighteen 
years he did hardly anything 
else but study. In 1741 he 
became acquainted with Pope, 
over whose mind l\'arburton 
contrived to exercise a curious 
ascendency. Pope introduced 
him to the wealthy Ralph 
Allen, of Prior Park, whose 
niece ^\'arburton married in 
1745- He was now rapidly 
promoted ; in 1757 he was 
William Warburton made Dean of Bristol, and 

Afur Ike Portrait by Chark! Phillip, in jjj^ Bishop of Gloucester. 

Warburton, a man of very high ability, was ail his life a fighter ; controversy was the 

breath of his nostrils, and he conducted 

it with unscrupulous vehemence and 

rancour, but he was a warm and loyal 

friend. The death of his on'y son 

in 1776 paraly.sed the faculties of War- 
burton, who lingered in a melancholy 

condition until June 7, 1779- Richard 

Hurd (1720-1808), the disciple and 

ally of W'arburlon, was a man of similar 

character, no less arrogant, but with less 

ca[)acity of kindly feeling. He was long 

Bishop of ^^'o^ccsle^, and refused the 

Primacy. Dr. Hugh Blair (171S- 

1800), once among the most prominent. 

is now perhaps the most oljsoletc of 

English writers. He was the most 

celebrated pulpit orator of his time, and _. . , „ . 

' ' ' Ridurd Hurd 

his lectures and sermons found tens of 

thousands of admirers. Bums came into amusing collision with the redoubtable \-anity 
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of Blair when he was in Edinburgh in 1787. William Palejr( 1743-1805) [lossessed 

^■reater penetration of intellect 
than any of ihcse ; his ex- 
Iremely quiet life was spent in 
passinjj from one incumbency 
to another, closing with the 
valuable rectory of Bishop- 
Wearmouth. His famous /fevs 
Paulina appeared in 1 790. A 
graphic illustration in his best- 
known book, the Evidences of 
Christianity, 1 792, caused him 
to be called " Pigeon Paley," 
an elegant sobriquet which he 
owed to the wit of King 
George III. His Natural 
Theology was published in 1 802, 
and set the keystone on the 
structure of his fame. Paley 
died at Lincoln on the 25th of 
May 1805, and was buried in 
Carlisle Cathedral. The "speci- 
ous sophist," Soame Jenyns 
(1705-1787), unpleasantly re- 
membered by his clash of arms 
ixoi Evidences of the Christian Religion, 1774. 



William Paley 

Afltr the Portrait by Giorgt RoBlnij 



with Dr. Johnson, had been an earlier authoi 
In his popular Inquiry into the Origin of 
Evil, 1759, he "ventured far beyond his 
depth," and Johnson's treatment of it let 
loose the impertinence of the wits on poor 
Jenyns, who was a gracious, miscellaneous 
writer, not without intelligence, and on the 
whole very harshly dealt with. 

In one departineiit of letters this 
period was very rich. Whether they 
owed it or no to their familiarity with 
Parisian society and social modes, 
those strangely assorted friends, Gray 
and Horace Walpole, exceeded all 
their English contemporaries in the ■ 
composition of charmingly pictur- 
esque familiar letters. Less spontane- 
ous, but of an extreme elegance and 
distinction, were the letters addressed 
by the fourth Earl of Chesterfield to 
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f^e Letter his natural son, a correspondence long considered to be the final "protocol" 
Writers q£ good breeding in deportment. Of a totally different character were the 
caustic political invectives issued In the form of correspondence, and under 
the pseudonym of Junius, between 1769 and 1772; but these were letters 
which gave no pleasure to the recipients, and the form of which precluded 
all reply. It is, perhaps, not fair to include Junius among the letter- writers, 
but the correspondence of Chesterfield, Walpole, and Gray will certainly bear 
comparison with the best in the same class which was produced in France 



View of StntwbeiTT Hill 

From -A Description if the Villa of Mr. H. If.." 1784 

during the eighteenth century. Walpole, in particular, excels all the French 
in tlie peculiarly Gallic combination of wit, mundane observation, and 
picturesque, easy detail, 

Horace Walpole (1717-1797). who died fourth Earl of Orford, was the third 
son of Sir Robert Walpole of Houghton, the famous Prime Minister. He was bom 
in Arlington Street on the i4th of September 1717. He went to Eton in -April 1727, 
and was a refined and fastidious schoolboy of a type not at that time familiar. Among 
his earliest friends were the Montagus, Gray, and Richard West. In March 1735 
Walpole passed to King's College, Cambridge. In 1737 his mother, Lady Walpole, 
died, and he was appointed by his father to a post in the Custom House. He ex- 
changed for or added to this other appointments, and, in short, after this time was never 
again a charge to his family. He did not quit Cambridge, however, until 1739, when he 
started with Gray on the foreign tour which has already been described in our account 
of that poet. After Gray left him in May 1741 Horace Walpole fell ill of a quinsy 
at Reggio, and would have died but for the devotion of Joseph Spence, the antiquary 
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(1698-1768). When he had recovered he went on to Venice, and then by sea, and 
through France, to England, During his absence he had been elected M.P. for 
Callington ; a few months later his father was defeated, and resigned, being created Earl 
of Orford. The whole family retired to Houghton, but the great fallen statesman only 
survived until 1 745 ; he left his son Horace a decent fortune and his famous house in 
Arlington Street In August 1746 Horace Walpole took an apartment within the 
precincts of Windsor Caslle, and began to entertain there; but it did not quite suit 
him, and, a year later, he bought "a little new farm, just out of Twickenham," from 
Mrs, Chenevix, the toy-woman. It was itself a toy, "set in enamelled meadows, with 



Walpole'a Libroij at StrAwbenr Hill 
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filigree hedges,"and its name was Strawberry Hill. He called it "new," but it was 
about fifty years old, and it simply served as the nucleus for a little Gothic castle, 
Walpole amused himself by wholly rebuilding it, and the last addition, "the great 
north bedchamber," was not finished until 1770, This fantastic mansion was the joy 
and occupation of Walpole's whole life. In 1754 he was elected M.P. for Caslle 
Rising, and in 1757 for King's Lynn, both Norfolk boroughs in the family interest, but 
he took little or no continuous part in politics. He had always dabbled in letters, and 
his correspondence remains to prove to us how admirably he had written in easy prose 
since childhood; but Horace Walpole's authorship began with the trifling satire, 
A Letter from Xo Ho, 1757. In this same year he set up at Strawberry Hill his 
celebrated printing press, his officina arbuteana ; the first offspring of which was Gray's 
Odes. In 1 758 Walpole printed his Royal and Noble Authors of England, which was 
" marvellously in fashion," to his great astonishment ; and he collected his Fugitive 
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Pieces in Verse and Prose. His more important work, Anecdotes of Painting in 
England, came from the Strawberry Press in 1762-63 ; his romance, The Castte ff 
Otranlo, was published in 1764. He now gave his pen and his press a rest, and went 
in 1765 to Paris and Versailles, where he was presented to the French royal family, of 
whom he has preserved a most entertaining account. Paris he thought "the ugliest, 
beastliest town in the universe," although its society welcomed and caressed him. He 
met Madame du Deffand, whom he called at first "an old blind debauchee of wit," 
but with whom he presently struck up what became a lifelong and devoted friendship. 
After his return from this somewhat momentous 
visit to France, Walpole continued to produce 
publications, the most ambitious of which belong 
to the same weeks of the early -spring of 1768, 
the paradoxical white-washing of Richard III., 
called The Historic Doubts, and the grim tragedy 
of The Mysterious Mother. He was henceforth 
more and more occupied with the mundane duties 
of entertaining at Strawberry Hill, and of holding 
elaborate and witty correspondence with his 
friends. In 1779 he left the historic house where 
he was bom in Arlington Street, and took one, 
after a tedious suit in Chancery, in Berkeley 
Square ; in 1780 he lost, at the age of eighty-four, 
his lively old friend, Madame du Deffand. Her 
place was in a measure taken by two delightful 

young women, Mary and Agnes Berry — " my two Horace Walpol« 

Straw Berries"^ — whom he prevailed upon, some Afitr tht Porinii hy Kathaniil Hone 
years later, to come and live at Cliveden. In 

1792 Horace Walpole underwent what he called "the empty metamorphosis" of 
succeeding his nephew as Earl of Orford. He still continued to entertain the world ; 
when he was seventy-eight Queen Charlotte was his guest. He died in Berkeley 
Square on the »nd of March 1797, and was buried at Houghton. Horace Walpole 
was the ideal of a petit ma'ttre in manner ; " he always entered a room in a style of 
affected delicacy, ehapeau bras between his hands, knees bent and feet on tiptoe." 
He usually dressed in lavender, with partridge silk stockings and gold buckles, and 
with lace ruffles and frill. He was more interesting to his own generation as a virtuoso 
than in any other capacity ; to ours he is the type of the eighteenth-century exquisite 
person of quality, and the most animated letter-writer of an age which positively lives 
again in his admirably vivacious correspondence. Horace Walpole is far from being 
the most lovable, or the most thoughtful, or the most pathetic, but he is easily the 
wittiest and most graphic of English letter- writers, and the sixty-years' chronicle of 
hIS' familiar epistles forms his main and immortal work. 

Wai.pole's Account of Lord Bai.merino's Execution. 

The scaffold was immediaiely new-strewed with sawdust, the block new-covered, ihe 
executioner new-dressed, and a new axe broujjht. Then came old Balmerino, treading 
with the air of a general. As soon as he mounted the scaffold, he read the inscription on 
his coffin, as he did again afterwards : he then sun,eyed the spectators, who were in 
amazing numbers, even upon masts upon ships in the river ; and pulling out his spectacles, 
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read a treasonable speech, which he delivered lo the ShenfT, and said, the young Pretender 
was so sweet a Prince, that flesh and blood could not resist following him ; and lying' 
down to try the block, he said, '' I f I had a thousand lives, I would lay them all down here 
in the same cause !" He said if he had not taken the sacrament the day before, he 
would have knocked down Williamson, the Lieutenant of the Tower, for his ill-usage of 
him. He look the axe and felt ii, and asked the headsman how many blows be had given 
Lord Kilmarnock; and gave him three guineas. Two clergymen, who attended him, 
coming up, he said, " No, gentlemen ; I tjelieve you have already done me all the senice 
you can." Then he went to the corner of the scaffold, and called very loud for ihe warden 
lo give him his periwig, which he took off, and put on a night-cap of Scotch plaid, and 
then pulled off his coat and waistcoat and lay down ; but being told he was on the wronj; 
side, vaulted round, and immediately gave the sign by tossing up his arm, as if he were 
giving the signal for battle. He received three blows, but the first certainly took away all 
sensation. He was not a quarter of an hour on the scaffold ; Lord Kilmarnock abo\-e 
half a one. Balmerino certainly died with the intrepidity of a hero, but the insensibility 
of one too. As he walked from his prison to execution, seeing every window and top of 
■house filled with spectators, he cried out, " Look, look, how Ihey are all piled up like 
rotten oranges ! " 

Philip Dormer Stanhope, fourth Earl of Chesterfield (1694-177,1), was bom 
in London on the 22nd of September 1694. He was the son of the ihira '■".arl, and 

his mother, Lady Elizabeth 

' Savile, was the daughter oi 
the Marquis of Halifax, who 
wrote the admirable essays. 

. The main part of the career 
of Chesterfield belongs to 
politics. HeenteredtheHouse 
of Commons in 1715, and 
spoke there six weeks before 
he was of age, thus rendering 
himself liable to a heavy fine. 
This was the beginning of 
a parliamentary career which 
lasted for forty years. In 
i745-46Cbesterfield wasLord 
Lieutenant of Ireland, atid 
greatly distinguished himself 
by the breadth of his policy. 
He had succeeded to the 
earldom in 1726, and was 
now offered a dukedom, which 
he refused. Chesterfield in 
his retirement cultivated the 
art of manners in its most 
exquisite degree, and his last 
words — "Give Dawdles a 
Lord Chesterfield chair" — show that he was 

Aflerlhi Porlniil hy William Hoan polite tO the final moment Of 

his life. He died at Chester- 
field House, South Audley Street, on the 24th of March 1773, During his lifetime. 
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although a patron of letters, Chesterfield published nothing but two or three political 
tracts. But immediately after his death was issued by his widow Melusina von Scheu- 
lenburg, a collection of the Letters which he had written to his natural son, the child 
of a certain Madame du Bouchet; in this Philip Stanhope (i 732-1768), whom he had 
made his heir, Chesterfield's hopes and ambitions were concentred. The Letters had 
been written as a guide to the lad in principles, in deportment, and in sentiment. 
Chesterfield knew that his son was weak and vague ; he had a passionate desire to 
strengthen and direct him in w-hat he intended should be the business of his life, 
"Negotiation abroad, and Oratory in the House of Commons at home." But the 
young Stanhope "was not calculated to shine"; his whole course, culminating in his 
early death, was a cruel disillusion for his father. The Letters of 1774 enjoyed a 
prodigious success, and are still a kind of classic. The politeness of Chesterfield was 
proverbial, but he contrived — probably through no fault of his own, but through the 
carelessness of a servant — to infuriate Johnson. Even by this witness, however, it is 
admitted that the manners of Chesterfield were exquisitely elegant. 

From Chesterfield's " Letters." 

^ jod manners are to particular societies what good morals are to society in general, — 
their cement and their security. And as laws are enacted to enforce good morals, or at 
least to prevent the ill effects of bad ones, so there are certain rules of civility, universally 
implied and received, to enforce good manners and punish bad ones. And indeed there 
seems to me to be less difference both between the crimes and punishments than at first 
one would imagine. The immoral man, who invades another's property, is justly hanged 
for it ; and the ill-bred man, who by his ill-manners invades and disturbs the quiet and 
comforts of private life, is by common consent as justly banished society. Mutual 
complaisances, attentions, and sacrifices of little conveniences, are as natural an implied 
compact between civilised people as protection and obedience are between kings and 
subjects ; whoever, in either case, violates that compact, justly forfeits all advantages 
arising from it. For my own part, I really think that, next to the consciousness of doing 
a good action, that of doing a civil one is the most pleasing ; and the epithet which I 
should covet the most, next to that of Aristides, would be that of well-bred. 

The series of polemical letters which appeared in The Public Advertiser 
under the pseudonym of Junius produced a sensation which has never been 
paralleled in English political life and literature. The first of these epistles was 
printed on the 21st of January 1769, the last precisely three years later. Junius 
attacked the Government of the Duke of Grafton, which included Mansfield, 
North, and Granby, and his main point at first was their failure to support 
Wilkes, that champion of the democracy. The author of these letters remained 
throughout unknown, even to the publisher of the newspaper which printed 
them ; although every effort was made to discover him, he was able to boast 
*^ I am the sole depositary of my secret, and it shall die with me." It was after 
these scandalous and brilliant diatribes had appeared at intervals for nearlya 
year, and when public curiosity was at its height, that Junius raised a perfect 
fury of sensation by attacking the King himself. Nobody now felt safe; as 
Burke said, " Kings, lords, and commons are but the sport of his fury." It is 
generally admitted that the style of Junius was superior to his principles; he 
posed as a sort of Radical, but was in favour of taxing the colonies ; he did not 
disdain to retail private scandal, and his magnificent invection often betrays 
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a callous indifference to veracity. On the other hand, of the patriotism of 
Junius there can be as little question as of his courage. His letter to the 

King displays the former no 
less than his terrible philippics 
against the Dukes of Bedford 
and Grafton the latter. The 
correspondence of Junius 
ceased abruptly, but Wood- 
fall, the editor of The Public 
Advertiser, reprinted the let- 
ters in two volumes in 1772. 
Extraordinary exertions have 
been made, but made in vain, 
to discover the name and rank 
of Junius. Nearly forty per- 
sons have been from time 
to time suggested, including 
Lord George Sackville (1716- 
1785), Home Tooke (1736- 
1812), and the second Earl 
Temple (171 1-1779). The 
greatest favourite of conjec- 
ture during the nineteenth 
century «3S Sir Philip Francis 

_. , „ . (1740-1818), But nothing is 

Edmund Burke , . , , ,, ■ , ■ 

,,,..,,„ ,, decided, nolhmg known ; and, 

Afltr a P^rlra.t by h,r Mhua Btynetd, l j j j ,l- / 

after a hundred and thirty 
years, we have advanced no further than Lord North had when he said, 
"The great boar of the wood, this mighty Junius, has broken through the 
toils and (oiled the hunters." 

From the Letter of Junius to the King (December 19, 1769). 
SiR.^lt is ilie misfonune of your life, and originally the cause of every reproach and 
dislrcss which has ever attended your government, that you should never have tieen 
acquainted with the language of truth till you heard it in the complaints of your people. 
It is no(, however, too late to correct the error of your education. We are still inclined 
to make an indulgent allowance for the pernicious lessons you received in your youth, 
and lo form the most san^^uine hopes from the natural benevolence of your disposition. 
We are far from thinking you capable of a direct deliberate purpose to invade those 
original rights of your subjects on which all the civil and potitical liberties depend. Had 
it been possible for us to entertain a suspicion so dishonourable 10 your character, we 
should long since have adopted a style of remonstrance very distant from the humility of 
complaint. The doctrine inculcated by our laws, "that the king can do no wrong," is 
admitted without reluctance. We separate the amiable good-natured prince from the 
folly and treachery of his servants, and the private virtues of the man from the vices of 
his government. Were it not for this Just distinction, 1 know not whether your majesty's 
condition, or that of the English nation, would deserve most to be lamented. I would 
prepare your niind for a favourable reception of truth, by removing every painful oRensive 
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idea of personal reproach. Vour subjects, sir, wish for nothing but that, as they arc 
reasonable and affectionate enough to separate your person from your government, so 
you, in your turn, would distinguish between the conduct which becomes the permanent 
dignity of a king, and that which serves only to promote (he temporary interest and 
miserable ambition of a minister. 

You ascended the throne with a declared— and, I doubt not, a sincere— resolution of 
giving universal satisfaction to your subjects. You found them pleased with the novelty 
of a young prince, whose countenance promised even more than his words, and loyal to 
you not only from principle but passion. It was not a cold profession of allegiance to the 
first magistrate, but a partial, animated attachment to a favourite prince, the native of 
their country. They did not wait to examine your conduct, nor to be determined by 
experience, but gave you a generous credit for the future blessings of your reign, and paid 
you in advance the dearest tribute of their affections. Such, sir, was once the disposition 
of a people who now surround your throne with reproaches and complaints. Do justice 
to yourself. Banish from your mind those unworthy opinions with which some interested 
persons have laboured to possess you. Distrust the men who tell you that the English are 
naturally light and inconstant; that they complain without a cause. Withdraw your 
confidence equally from all parties ; from ministers, favourites, and relations ; and let 
there be one moment in your life in which you have consulted your own understanding. 

The drama enjoyed some revival in the third quarter of the eigiiteenth 
century, when several practised writers for the boards went back to the 
tradition of Coiigreve and 
Farquhar, taking care to avoid 
the scandalous indecencies of 
the close of the Dryden period. 
Of the comedies of these 
writers, of whom Colman and 
Cumberland were the most 
abundant, those of Goldsmith 
and of Sheridan were the 
best and the most literary, and 
these have permanently held 
the stage. 

Richard Brinsley Butler 
Sheridan (1751-1816) was the 
third of the children of Thomas 
Sheridan the actor (Johnson's 
" Sherry, naturally dull ") and of 
his wife, Frances Chamberlaine 
(1714-1766), the novelist and 
playwright. He was born in 
Dublin on the 30th of October 
1751 ; he attended a school in 
Dublin from the age of seven 
till eight and a half, and then mA>MA Brinsley Sheridan 

rejoined his parents in London. AfUrtk. Crayon Dr.^.ngty Jokn it u.^U 

His brilliant mother was his first real instructor, and pronounced him "an impenetrable 
dunce"; in 1762 he was sent with his elder brother to Harrow. I{ere their parents 
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left the boys when, becoming bankrupt, they had to retire to France; when they 
reached Blois Mrs, Sheridan died, too early to have divined her Richard's talent At 
Harrow the latter failed to distinguish himself. Soon after leaving school Sheridan 
eloped to Dunkirk with a supposed heiress and very beautiful singer. Miss Elizabeth 
Linley, to whom he was clandestinely married at Calais. The couple returned to 



England, and poverty obliged them to i 




tremendous duel in which 
Sheridan was engaged made so 
great a stir that the secret was 
discovered. In April 1773 the 
couple were publicly married 
young Mrs. Sheridan is 
understood to have been the 
model for Lydia Languish. In 
the winter of 1774 they settled 
in a costly house in Orchard 
Street, and Sheridan began to 
be a successful draniatist. TAe 
Rivals, St. Patrick's Day, and 
The Duenna were all first per- 
formed in 1775, The Trip to 
Scarborough and The School 
for Scandal in 1777, and Tht 
Critic in 1779. With this ad- 
mirable farce, and at the age 
of only twenty-eight, Sheridan 
practically closed his career as 
a man of letters. Next year he 
entered Parliament as member 
for Stafford, and threw him- 
self warmly into the troubled 
political life of those days, 
the Ai 



Wai 
passing to its inevitable con- 
clusion. Sheridan's public 
career, and even his experi- 
ences as manager of Drury 
Lane Theatre, which was re- 
built in 1792 and reopened 
in 1794 under his auspices, 
scarcely belong to the history of 
literature, nor does the celebrated part he took in the impeachment of Warren Hastings 
in 1787-88. Mrs. Sheridan having died in 1792, Sheridan married a foolish girl in her 
teens. Miss Esther Ogie, daughter of the Dean of Winchester, with a small fortune. 
Slieridan's prospects darkened as he advanced in years, although he enjoyed bursts of 
brilliant prosperity. In 1809 the destruction of I3rury I^iie by fire was a terrible blow 
to him. The close of his life was made wretched by desperate financial subterfuges, 
and by the results of " oceans of port wine." He died, overwhelmed with debts, in his 
London house on the 7tli of July 1816, and was buried in Westminster Abbey. 
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From "The School for Scandal." 



Sneer. That attack, now, on you the other day 

Sir Fretful Plagiary. What ? Where ? 

Dangle. Ay ! you mean in a paper of Thursday ; it was completely ill-natured to 
be sure. 

Sir F, Oh ! so much the better ; ha, ha, ha ! I wouldn't have it otherwise. Well, and 
pray now — not that it signifies — what might the gentleman say ? 

Sneer, Why, he roundly asserts that you have not the slightest invention or original 
genius whatever, though you are the greatest traducer of all other authors living. 

Sir F. Ha, ha, ha ! very good ! 

Sneer, That as to comedy, you have not one idea of your own, he believes, even in 
your commonplace-book, where stray jokes and pilfered witticisms are kept with as much 
method as the ledger of the Lost and Stolen Office. 

Sir F, Ha, ha, ha ! very pleasant. 

Sneer. Nay, that you are so unlucky as not to have the skill even to sleal with taste ; 
but that you glean from the refuse of obscure volumes, where more judicious plagiarists 
have been before you ; so that the body of your work is a composition of dregs and 
sediments, like a bad tavern's worst wine. 

Sir F. Ha, ha ! 

Sneer. In your more serious efforts, he says, your bombast would be less intoler- 
able if the thoughts were ever suited to the expressions ; but the homeliness of the 
sentiment stares through the fantastic incumbrance of its fine language, like a clown in 
one of the new uniforms. 

Sir F. Ha, ha I 

Sneer. That your occasional tropes and flowers suit the general coarseness of your 
style, as tambour sprigs would a ground of linsey-woolsey ; while your imitations of 
Shakspeare resemble the mimicry of Falstaff's page, and are about as near the standard 
of the original. 

Sir F. Ha 1 

Sneer. In short, that even the finest passages you steal are of no service to you ; 
for the poverty of your own language prevents their assimilating, so that they lie on 
the surface like lumps of marl on a barren moor, encumbering what it is not in their 
power to fertilise. 

Sir F. {^After great agitation^ Now, another person would be vexed at this. 

Sneer, Oh ! but I wouldn't have told you, only to divert you. 

Sir F. I know it. I am diverted — ha, ha, ha ! not the least invention ! ha, ha, ha ! — 
very good, very good ! 

Sneer. Yes ; no genius ! ha, ha, ha ! 

Dangle. A severe rogue, ha, ha, ha ! — but you are quite right. Sir Fretful, never to 
read such nonsense. 

Sir F. To be sure ; for if there is anything to one's praise, it is a foolish vanity to be 
gratified at it ; and if it is abuse, why, one is always sure to hear of it from some 
damned good-natured friend or other ' 

Richard Cumberland ( 1 732-1 8ii), whose sensitiveness to criticism was ridiculed 
in the person of Sir Fretful Plagiary, was the versatile author of between fifty and sixty 
plays. He was born on the 19th of February 1732 under the roof of his maternal 
grandfather, the famous Dr. Bentley, Master of Trinity College, Cambridge. His 
father was Dr. Denison Cumberland, Bishop of Kilmore ; his mother Joanna Bentley, 
the " Phcebe " of Byron's celebrated pastoral. Perhaps the most successful of Cumber- 
land's plays was The West Indian^ "^11 ^- He was connected for many years with the 
Board of Trade, of which he rose to be Secretary. He died at Tunbridge Wells, 
May 7, 181 1, and was buried in Westminster Abbey. George Colman the Elder 
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(1733-1794)1 was the author of thirty-five pieces, almost entirely comic ; of these TIte 
Jealous W^,i76i, and The Clandestine 
Marriagt, 1 766, had great nieriL His 
son, Geoi^e Colman the Younger 
(1762-1836), was a highly successful 
writer of farces, squibs, and musical 
comedies, of which Inkle and YarUo 
was long the popular type. 
We have spoken of the dawn 
of a revived romanticism in poetry. 
The signs o( it were not less obvi- 
ous in the prose of this period. 
Gray, with his fer\ent love of 
mountain scenery and recognition 
of the true sublime, is at the head 
of the naturalists. But great praise 
is due to the topographical writers 
who more and more drew attention 
to the forms of natural landscape. 
The obser\'ations of Gilpin, Uvedale 
Richwd Cumberland p^jce, and Gilbert White, although 

After Ike Portrait by George Romnry , . j .l 1 r ,. ■ , 

' ' " ■' made towards the close of the period 

we are examining, were not published until much later. Gilpin, in par- 
ticular, is a pathetic instance of a 

man full of appreciation of natural 

beauty, prevented by the tradition of 

his lime from expressing it ; sensible 

of the charm of the visible world, 

yet tongue-tied and bound by sterile 

habits of repression. After the seal 

of a hundred years had been set on 

the eyes and mouths of men, it was 

not suddenly or without a struggle 

that they could welcome and respond 

to a revived consciousness of the 

loveliness of wild scenery. 

The extravagances of the formal land- 
scape-gardeners awakened a protest from 
Sir Uvedale Price (1747-1829), who 
had inherited a lar^e fortune in 1761, 
and set himself to lay out his estate at 
Foxley in Herefordshire, He put forth 
the views which had actuated him in the ^*^^^ ^"^"^ *^« ^"'"' 

^, „. , ... After the PorlrailhyThomaiG-imboroi^h 

famous Essay on the Picturesque, which 

first appeared in 1794- He was in favour of letting nature have her way, and of 
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refraining from all " improvement " of scenery. He lived to see himself congratu- 
lated by Sir Walter Scott on having "converted the age" to his opinions. Uvedale 
Price was also a translator and commentator of Pausanias, and the very type of an 
elegant country gentleman of the old school. William Gilpin (1724-1804) was 
a Cumberland clergyman engaged in teaching. He was in the habit of taking 
extended summer tours, and of noting what he saw with pen and pencil. He wrote 
as an enthusiast, and was one of the pioneers of picturesque descriptive writing. 
His volumes on the Mountains and Lakes of Cumberland and Westmoreland {i-j&i)) 
undoubtedly prepared the way 
for the romantic school of 
poets. The publications of 
Gilpin were extremely numerous 
and varied In theme, but only 
those dedicated to picturesque 
travel could be said to sun'ive 



Gilbert White (1720- 

1795), the scion of a respectable 
clerical family, was the son of 
John White and his wife Anne 
Holt, and was born on the iSth 
of July 1720, at Selborne in 
Hants, of which parish his 
grandfather, Gilbert White, was 
vicar. He was educated under 
the poet, Thomas Warton the 
elder, at Basingstoke, and in 
1739 proceeded to Oriel Col- 
lege, Oxford, where he took his 
degree in 1743, and in 1744 
was elected a Fellow. In 1747 
White was admitted Into holy 
orders by Bishop Seeker. He 
became curate to his uncle 
Charles White at Swarraton, 
and in 1751 Co his grandfather's successor at Selborne Itself Gilbert White did 
not, however, finally settle in the village which he has made so illustrious until 
1755. A plurality of sinecure college-livings were offered to him; he accepted 
only one, the vicarage of Moreton-Pinkney In Northamptonshire, which he held 
from 1757 to his death. As soon as he had made his home at Selborne, he began 
to study its natural history, and to correspond with some of the most eminent scientists 
of the day, particularly with Banks, Dalnes Barrington, and Pennant ; he greatly 
helped the last-mentioned in the composition of his once-famous British Zoology, 
although Pennant had not the grace to make any public acknowledgment of his debt. 
Barrington also used copious data supplied to him by Gilbert White, but always with 
adequate recognition. It was Barrington who, in 1770, first suggested to White that 
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he should " draw up an account of the animals of the neighbourhood " of Selbome. 

But progress was slow. In 1774 White is still collecting in journals the materials for 

an annus historico-naturalis ; 
in 1780 he is arranging his 
notes; early in 1788 he is 
transcribing for the press. 
The celebrated work, so lor^ 
preparing, was given at length 
to the pubhc in 17S9, as 
Tht Natural History and 
Antiquities of Seibome, and 
took its place at once as 
the most popular book of its 
class in English. White was 
View of Selbonie Church "<"f =>" ^'derly man, and 

the completion of his lifelong 

labour seems to have left him without any object for his energy. His kind, hospitable, 

and charitable career came to a noiseless end at Selbome on the 26th of June 1793. 

He would never sit for his portrait, but we are told that he was a little, spare man, 

of a remarkably upright carriage. 

From "The Natural History of Selborne," 
The evening proceedings and manosuvres of the rooks are curious and amusing in the 
Just before dusk they return in long strings from the foraging of the day, and 



View of the Plestor, from tbe " Natural Hiitorj of Selbome," 1789 

rendezvous by thousands over Selborne down, where ihey wheel round in the air and sport 
and dive in a playful manner, all the while exerting Iheir voices, and making a loud cawing, 
which, being blended and softened by the distance that we at (he village are below them, 
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becomes a confused noise or chiding ; or ralher a pleasing murmur, very engaging lo (he 
imagination, and not unlike the cry of a pack of hounds in hollow, echoing woods, or the 
nishingof the wind in tall trees, or the tumbling of the tide upon a pebbly shore. When 
this ceremony is over, with the last gleam of day, they retire for Ihe night to the deep 
beechen woods of Tisted and Ropley. We remember a little girl who, as she was going to 
bed, used to remark on such an occurrence, in the true spirit of physieo-theology, that the 
rooks were saying their prayers ; and yet this child was much too young to be aware that 
the Scriptures have said of the Ueiiy — that "He feedeth the ravens who call upon Him," 

White Owls. 
We have had ever since 1 can remember, a pair of white owls that constantly breed 
under the eaves of this church. As I have paid good attention to the manner of life of 






h-f. 



A Page from the " Nkturalist's Journal," with Autograph Notes \>j Gilbert White 

these birds during their season of breeding, which lasts the summer through, the following 
remarks may not perhaps be unacceptable :— About an hour before sunset (for then the 
mice begin to run) they sally forth in quest of prey, and hunt all round the hedges of 
meadows and small enclosures for them, which seem to be their only food. In this 
irregular country we can stand on an eminence and see them beat the fields over like a 
setting-dog, and often drop in the grass or corn, I have minuted these birds with roy 
watch for an hour together, and hai'e found that they return to their nest, the one or other 
of them, about once in five minutes ; reflecting at the same time on the adroitness that 
every animal is possessed of as far as regards the well-being of itself and offspring. But 
a piece of address, which they show when they return loaded, should not, I think, be 
passed over in silence. — As they take their prey with their claws, so they carrj' it in their 
claws to their nest; but, as the feet are necessary in their ascent under the tiles, they 
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constantly perch first on the roof of the chancel, and shift the mouse from their claws to 
their bill, that their feet may be at liberty to take hold of the plate on the wall as they are 
rising under the eaves. 

White owls seem not (but in this I am not positive) to hoot at all ; all that clamorous 
hooting appears to me to come from the wood kinds. The white owl does, indeed, snore 
and hiss in a tremendous manner ; and these menaces well answer the intention of in- 
timidating ; for I have known a whole village up in arms on such an occasion, imagining 
the churchyard to be full of goblins and spectres. White owls also often scream horribly as 
they fly along ; from this screaming probably arose the common people's imaginary species 
of screech-owl, which they superstitiously think attends the windows of dying persons. 
The plumage of the remiges of the wings of every species of owl that I have yet examined 
is remarkably soft and pliant. Perhaps it may be necessary that the wings of these birds 
should not make much resistance or rushing, that they may be enabled to steal through 
the air unheard upon a nimble and watchful quarry. 

While I am talking of owls, it may not be improper to mention what I was told by a 
gentleman of the county of Wilts. As they were grubbing a vast hollow pollard-ash that 
had been the mansion of owls for centuries, he discovered at the bottom a mass of matter 
that at first he could not account for. After some examination he found that it was a con- 
geries of the bones of mice (and perhaps of birds and bats) that had been heaping together 
for ages, being cast up in pellets out of the crops of many generations of inhabitants. For 
owls cast up the bones, fur, and feathers of what they devour, after the manner of hawks. 
He believes, he told me, that there were bushels of this kind of substance. 

The art-criticism of the eighteenth century, which was in the main both 
pedantic and empirical, cuhninated in England in the Discourses of Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, in which a very great painter translated into the old 
professional formulas genuine impressions of beauty and a broad practical 
experience of aesthetics. Before his time persons who might or might not 
have ever seen a picture painted theorised about the principles of art in a 
vacuum ; Reynolds was a superb painter first, and then a lecturer on the 
technique of the profession he practised. As a writer he has been accused 
of lacking animation and lucidity, and this is partly or occasionally true. 
But he has the ease of a man who knows what he is talking about, and a 
suavity and fulness characteristic of his charming social presence. His 
Discourses, which were listened to by all that was promising in the younger 
generation of painters and sculptors from Flaxman to Turner, exercised 
an immense influence on taste, and may still be read with instruction and 
pleasure. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds (1723- 17 92) was the son of a clergyman and schoolmaster 
at Plympton East, in South Devon, where he was born on the i6th of July 1723. He 
was educated at his father's grammar-school, with a view to his becoming a doctor, but 
his bias towards design was irresistible. In 1741 he was placed under Hudson, the 
portrait painter, with whom he worked for two years. In 1744 Reynolds started, first 
in London, then in Plymouth, painting cheap portraits for a livelihood. At the close 
of 1749 he sailed for Italy, where he remained until 1752, when he settled in London 
for the remainder of his life. Of the magnificent career of Reynolds as an artist this is 
not the place to speak. His intellectual life was greatly stimulated by his friendship 
with Johnson, which dated from about 1754 ; ten years later the lexicographer w^rote to 
the painter, "If I should lose you, I should lose almost the only man whom I call 
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a friend ; " this ddighlful compaiiionship lasted unbroken till tht death of Johnson. It 
was probably through Johnson that Reynolds gradually Ijecame intimate with Burke, 
Garrick, Goldsmith, and Percy. In their company he grew accustomed to intellectual 
exercises and to a witty turn of language such as no other artists of that day were 
proficient in or com|)rehended. 
WTien, in December 1768, the 
Rojal Academy was founded, 
Reynolds was elected the first 
president by a unanimous vote, 
not merely because of his sup- 
remacy as a painter, but be- 
cause his elegant delivery and 
urbane ease of manners re- 
commended him as a perfect 
representative of his order. 
He delivered his first lecture 
to the students on the and of 
January 1769, and re[>ea(ed 
them annually. Each was 
anonymously published in 
quarto form, immediately after 
its delivery, and in 1778 the 
first seven were reprinted in 
an octavo volume. Their suc- 
cessors were biennial, and were 
not reprinted until after the 
death of the great President. 
As wc now possess them, the 

Discourses are fifteen in num- Sir Joshua Reynold! 

ber. Reynolds died in his Af if a Portrait hy himatf 

house in Leicester Fields, after 

a painfully depressing illness, on the 13rd of February 1792, and was buried in St. 
Paul's Cathedral. 



From "The Tenth Discoukse" (December 11, 1780). 

Sculpture is an art of much more simplicity and uniformity ihan painting ; it cannot 
with propriety, and the best effect, be applied to many subjects. The object of its pursuit 
may l>e comprised in two words, Form and Character ; and those qualities are presented 
to us but in one manner, or in one style only ; whereas the powers of Painiinf, as they are 
more various and extensive, so they are exhibited in a great variety of manners. The 
Roman, Lombard, Florentine, \'enelian, and Flemish Schools, all pursue the same end by 
different means. But Sculpture, having but one style, can only lo one style of Painting 
have any relation ; and to this, which is indeed the highest and most dignified that 
Painting can boast, it has a relation so close, that it may be said to be almost the same 
an operating upon different materials. The sculptors of the last age, from not attending 
sufficiently to this discrimination of the different styles of painting, have been led into 
many errors. Though they well knew that they were allowed to imitate, or lake ideas for 
the improvement of their own art from the grand style of painting, they were not permitted 
to borrow in the same manner from the ornamental. When they endeavour lo copy the 
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picturesque effects, contrasts, or petty excellencies of whatever kind, which not improperly 
find a place in the inferior branches of painting, they doubtless imagine themselves im- 
proving and extending the boundaries of their art by this imitation ; but they are in 
reality violating its essential characters, by giving a different direction to its operations, 
and proposing to themselves either what is unattainable, or at best a meaner object of 
pursuit. The grave and austere character of sculpture requires the utmost degree of 
formality in composition ; picturesque contrasts have here no place ; everything is care- 
fully weighed and measured, one side making almost an exact equipoise to the other : 
a child is not a proper balance to a full-grown figure, nor is a figure sitting or stooping a 
companion to an upright figure. 

The central portion of the eighteenth century marks a progress in the 
democratisation of literature. The love of books and the habit of reading 
spread rapidly and widely through all parts of the country and all ranks of 
society. The world of letters was no longer, as it had been in the age of 
Anne, a small circle of sub-aristocratic bourgeois who wrote for one another 
and for the polite toilets of London. The capital was no longer remarkable 
for the importance of its literary representatives ; the life of letters was in the 
provinces, was almost cosmopolitan. English literature now, for the first 
time, became European, and in order to obtain that distinction, it was forced 
more and more to cast aside its original characteristics and to relinquish its 
insularity. That it did so with effect is proved by the very interesting fact 
that, while up to this date we have seen England either solitaiy or affected by 
Italy or France without the knowledge of those powers, we find it now 
suddenly producing the most powerfully radiating literature in Europe, and 
•forming the taste of Germany, France, and the world. The final actor in the 
work of fusing the Saxon and the Latin literatures in one general style was 
Rousseau, who combined, as Mme. de Stael noted, the taste and habits of 
France with the ideas and sentiments of the North. 

The freedom and rough simplicity of English life, its energy, its cultiva- 
tion of truth and sincerity — qualities, no doubt, viewed by the Continental 
Anglomaniacs under too rosy a light, but still, in outline, recognisably 
national — these were what fascinated, in their different ways, Voltaire, 
Prdvost, Diderot, and above all Rousseau. Conducted by these enthusiasts, 
the literature of barbarous England was received with open arms in all the 
academies and salons of Europe, and a new literature was- everywhere 
stimulated into existence by the rivalry of such Englishmen as Young, 
Richardson, and Hume. On the other hand, it is impossible to overlook the 
influence of Montesquieu on such English minds as those of Gray, Gibbon, 
and Adam Ferguson ; and the Scotch writers, in particular, consciously 
gallicised their style, in the pursuit of that elegant plausibility which they 
found so charming in French models. These reverberations of taste aided 
one another, and increased the facility with which English and Continental 
readers acquainted themselves mutually with the rival literature. But this 
marks a condition of things hitherto unparalleled, and \ve may roughly give 
the year 1750 as the date at which the wall which had from the earliest times 
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surrounded and concealed our intellectual products, began to crumble down 
and expose us to the half-admiring, half-scornful gaze of Europe. 

This communion with exotic forms of intelligence, and the renewed 
sympathy for antique and romantic forms of thought and expression, tended, 
no doubt, to prepare our literature for the revolution which was coming. 
But even so late as 1780 there were few signs of change. Individual men of 
genius forced the language to say, for them and through them, things which 
had not been said before, but the pedagogic shackles were practically un- 
loosened. It was in the insidious forms of "sensibility," as it was called, 
the new species of tender and self-satisfying pity, that the rigid rules of life 
were being most directly broken. This warm stream of sentiment, amounting 
at times to something like enthusiasm, tended to melt the horny or stony 
crust which the recognised conditions of thought had spread over every kind 
of literature. Grace, eloquence, intellectual curiosity, dignity — all these were 
still possible under the hard formular regime; but the more spiritual move- 
ments of the mind — lyrical passion, daring speculation, real sublimity, 
splendid caprice — were quite impossible within a space so cramped, and 
were, as a matter of fact, scarcely attempted. 

When we consider, then, how unfavourable the conditions were in which 
literature was confined during the central years of the eighteenth century, we 
may marvel, not at the poverty, but at the richness of the actual product. If 
the creation of the novel was the greatest triumph of the age, it was not its 
only one. These years brought forth a number of men whose intellectual 
vitality was so commanding, that it negatived the sterile qualities of the soil 
from which they sprang. If Butler, Gibbon, Johnson, and Gray had been 
born in an age which aided instead of retarding the flow of their ideas, their 
periods might have been fuller, their ornament more splendid. But so intense 
was their individuality, so definite their sense of what their gift was to the age, 
that they overcame their disabilities, and produced work which we, regarding 
it with deep sympathy and respect, cannot conceive being cast in a form 
more pertinent or more characteristic. And it is a sentimental error to 
suppose that the winds of God blow only through the green tree ; it is some- 
times the dry tree which is peculiarly favourable to their passage. 
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